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INTRODUCTION 

' N more senses than one " As You 
Like It " is an unusual play. In 
its own period it was unusual. 
In the corpus of Shakespeare's 
plays it is nearly unique. Tech- 
nically, it is unusual. 

Within the decade 1590-1600 
" As You Like It " is unusual, 
because it is, roughly speaking, 
a pastoral play. In the strict 
sense of the word "pastoral," 
a play dealing wholly with the 
loves of shepherds and shep- 
herdesses, and filled with details of their habits and 
sports, at least as conventionally represented in fiction, 
no specimen surely given on the public stage before 1600 
survives. George Peele in his Arraignment of Paris 
(1581?), in the sub-plot of Colin and Thestyhs, breaks 
the way, but for the strictly pastoral play we must turn 
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to " The Sad Shepherd " of Ben Jonson (1635?) or to 
John Fletcher's "Sad Shepherdess" {circa 1608). 
" As You Like It " is a pastoral rather in the sense put 
upon the word by Samuel Johnson: " a poem in which 
any action or passion is represented in its effect on a 
country life." This, too, before 1598, is rare in the 
English drama. Before that date even an artificial 
feeling for nature, to say nothing of genuine regard, is 
rare enough. Robert Greene has slight touches in the 
sub-plot of Lacy and Margaret of Fressingfield in 
" Friar Bacon and Friar Bungay." George Peele, in 
his " Arraignment of Paris " and " Old Wives' Tale," 
curiously mingles frigid classical allusion with evidences 
of close observation of nature. There are some touches 
in the plays of John Lyly. It is, of course, possible that 
plays no longer extant would increase this list if we had 
them, for in Act IV of " The Downfall of Robert, Earl 
of Huntington," Little John speaks as if plays full of 
outdoor hfe had not been uncommon: 

" Methinks, I see no jests of Robin Hood, 
No merry morrices of Friar Tuck, 
No pleasant skipplngs up and down the wood. 
No hunting songs, no coursing of the buck." 

But the treatment of nature in these rustic scenes was, 
very probably, purely conventional, or there may have 
been little or no attempt to gain an added interest by 
fresh touches of nature; for in the extant plays preced- 
ing 1598, which might be expected, because they deal 
with Robin Hood, to show considerable feeling for 
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nature, there is little or nothing of the sort. In fact, in 
the two plays in question, " George a Greene," entered in 
the Stationers' Register in 1595, and attributed to Rob- 
ert Greene, and in the " Edward I " of Peele, even 
the Robin Hood material provides very little. It is, 
therefore, so far as extant plays are concerned, in 
Shakespeare himself — in his lyrics, in bits of descrip- 
tion, in simile and metaphor — that we first find steady 
appreciation and simple presentation of nature. 

There was evidently a vogue between 1598 and 1600 
for plays which concerned themselves with life in field 
and forest, for in 1598 was licensed a two-part play by 
Munday and Chettle, not printed till 1601, — "The 
Downfall of Robert, Earl of Huntington," and " The 
Death of Robert, Earl of Huntington." In 1600 ap- 
peared " Look About You," and in 1600-01 was acted 
a non-extant play, " Robin Hood's Pen'orths." In 1599 
there is record in Henslowe's " Diary " of payments for 
two plays which have not survived, — George Chap- 
man's " Pastoral Tragedy " and " The Arcadian Vir- 
gin " of Chettle and Haughton. Circa 1600 Lyly's 
" Love's Metamorphosis " was revived and the play of 
imitative title and nature, " The Maid's Metamorphosis," 
was given. In the light of present evidence it is impos- 
sible to settle the question whether " As You Like It " by 
its success created this vogue or was merely the most 
artistic example of it. Certainly it is not on the list 
of Shakespeare's plays given by Francis Meres in his 
" PaUadis Tamia " in the autumn of 1598, but it is not 
indubitably clear that that hst is inclusive or infallible. 
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The quotation in the fifth scene of the third act, from 
Marlowe's " Hero and Leander," pubhshed in 1598, — 

" Dead shepherd, now I find thy saw of might, 
' Whoever loved that loved not at first sight.' " 

has rather arbitrarily been held to date the play, for 
surely Shakespeare, a disciple, and even, in all proba- 
bility, a collaborator of Marlowe, would have been hkely 
to know the poem long before in manuscript. What is 
certain is that the play was entered in the Stationers' 
Register as f oUows : 

4 Agusti 

As you like yt/ a booke 
Henry the Ffif t / a booke 

Euery man in his humour/ a booke \ to be staled 

The commedie of muche A doo about nothing ' 
a booke/ 

From entries preceding and following this, critics 
are now well agreed that the date is 1600. Dr. Fur- 
ness argues skilfully and cogently to prove that the 
cause of the staying was the already well-established 
tendency of Roberts to try to publish books properly 
controlled by others. When the three companion plays 
next appear in the Register, later in the same month, 
they are certainly in the hands of other publishers. " As 
You Like It," however, seems never to have been printed 
before the 1623 Folio. The date of composition most 
commonly assigned by critics is 1599. 

What is noteworthy in all of the plays mentioned as 
plays of outdoor life which are extant, is that they were 
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not in the least written to make nature interesting on 
the stage, but rather aimed, in recounting the doings of 
outlaws or shepherds, to use an interest in nature al- 
ready stimulated, or to be stimulated, as a new element 
making for the variety so dear to the heart of the Eliza- 
bethan dramatist and playgoer. Even among these few 
plays, too, there is no comedy of just the same kind as 
Shakespeare's. " The Downfall " gives to a mingling 
of history and romantic legend a touch of nature. Of 
the same type is " Edward I." In " George a Greene " 
legend predominates. " The Arraignment of Paris," 
" Love's Metamorphosis," and " The Maid's Metamor- 
phosis," deal with gods and goddesses or those who 
people mythland. In material and in emphasis "As 
You Like It " differs from its fellows. It so sets gen- 
uine romance that woodland charm is one of the chief 
attractions of the play. What is there, too, in Shake- 
speare's own work like it? There was opportunity in 
" Love's Labour 's Lost " for a similar use of nature, 
but there Shakespeare let it appear only in rare touches, 
like those in the lyrics at the end of the play. In "As 
You Like It " we are steadily made to feel close to 
nature. There is nothing of that in " Love's Labour 's 
Lost." No, except for touches here and there which re- 
veal Shakespeare in all his work as the patient and loving 
observer of Nature's moods and ways, we must look to 
the second half of "The Winter's Tale " for any such per- 
vasive atmosphere of the open air as we find in " As You 
Like It." Within its own period, within the group of 
Shakespeare's plays, "As You Like It," then, is unusual. 
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As I have already said, in no strict sense is the play a 
pastoral. This is no genuine tale of shepherds and shep- 
herdesses. Though Corin, Sylvius, and Phebe tend 
flocks, though Rosahnd and Celia hve in a shepherd's 
hut, Shakespeare puts no emphasis on the manners and 
customs of the shepherds, but rather on the love story of 
all his figures as merely human beings. His emphasis 
for local colour and atmosphere comes instead in the brief 
scenes of the banished Duke and his companions. If the 
difference between what is and what might have been is 
not clear to a reader, let him turn to " The Faithful 
Shepherdess " or " The Sad Shepherd " and speedily it 
will be. As is always the case with Shakespeare after 
he passes, with "A Midsummer Night's Dream," the 
initial stage of his work, he individualises the conven- 
tional, humanises and simplifies the artificial and purely 
literary, bringing it all into relation with hfe as his audi- 
ence knew and could imderstand it. What primarily 
interested him in writing the play was so to repeat a 
story known in Thomas Lodge's novel, " Rosalynde," 
that even those of his hearers who already were ac- 
quainted with it should find it so superior in the reteUing 
as to be of absorbing interest. 

Dr. Furness has urged that the difference between the 
Clown of the second scene of the play ^ and the Touch- 
stone of the fifth act, as well as certain un- Shakespearean 
weaknesses felt here and there in the last act, may mean 
that an older play from Lodge's novel was carefully, 

1 The name appears first in Act II, Sc. iv. Theobald first called the Clown 
of Act I, Sc. li, this. 
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except in these respects, made over by Shakespeare circa 
1598. But why not an earher play on the same subject by 
the dramatist himself? WhUe it is true, as Dr. Furness 
urges, that if he first wrote the play in 1598, it is hardly 
probable Touchstone would seem two different people, 
it is not at all impossible that in rapidly making 
over an old play of his own he might let an early scene 
stand much as originally planned, and then, when he 
had greatly changed later scenes, fail to bring the first 
appearance of the Clown into entire accord with the re- 
visions further on. Certainly Shakespeare nods occa- 
sionally in such ways; for instance, just because he is 
so full of his source, he fails to make the cause in " King 
John " for the Bastard's hatred of Austria as clear as it 
was in his source, "The Troublesome Raigne." "Romeo 
and Juhet," and above all " Hamlet," show also how 
ready he was to make over his work when opportunity 
came. Lodge's " Rosalynde, Euphues' Golden Legacie," 
was first printed in 1590, but the first extant edition is 
that of 1592. There was another edition in 1598 ; indeed 
there were ten between 1590 and 1642. When one re- 
members that the Elizabethan dramatists were the re- 
porters of their day, does it not seem hkely there was by 
1593 some play on a story which had passed through two 
editions between 1590 and 1592 and had lasting quahty 
enough to keep it popular for over fifty years? 

What also suggests an earlier date than 1598 for the 
first writing of " As You Like It " is the closeness with 
which it follows the novel. Usually, even in the chronicle 
plays, iu which Shakespeare shows a stronger sense of 
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fact than his contemporary dramatists, he departs freely 
and largely from his sources. Moreover, though a hard 
and fast principle probably cannot be laid down, he is on 
the whole freer with his sources as his work advances. 
In " As You Like It " he borrows all the principal inci- 
dents and characters of Lodge's novel. Though he adds 
Jaques, Touchstone, Audrey, William, Le Beau, Dennis, 
Sir Ohver Martext, Amiens, and the First Lord, he but 
very shghtly changes the situations of the novel except 
in so far as highly developing the characters provided 
him must affect them somewhat. That is, his method is 
to change rather by adding than by working over 
thoroughly the original story. 

What previous experience told Shakespeare, as he 
mulled over Lodge's story, was that the love story of Or- 
lando and Rosalind Jacks l arge emotional significance, "*, 
and does not contain the seemingly inextricable complica- 
tion which a play of absorbing story and stirring incident 
must possess. When Rosalind and Orlando once meet 
in the Forest of Arden, she has only to reveal herself to \ j\ 

bring the story to an end. All that stands between is her '^•. {^v' 
desire to test him, her truly feminine wish to tease. J 
There is no real dramatic barrier, no complication which 
keeps a reader in suspense as to the way in which the 
lovers may be brought together. Compare the central 
story here with that of " Much Ado about Nothing." 
Here is naught to excite and thrill an audience as does 
the tale of Claudio and Hero, with its misunderstand- 
ings, jealousies, and tragic moments. There we have 
clash of character with character, and complication, which 
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seems inextricable, in the effect on Claudio of the slan- 
dering of Hero by Don Pedro's hirelings. The story- 
is meant to create suspense early and to keep an 
audience emotionally tense even to the end. In " Twelfth 
Night," too, the Duke, whom Viola loves, cares not for 
her, but for Ohvia, who in turn loves Viola, thinking her 
a youth. This means a conflict of wills productive of 
moving scenes. Both of these plays, in other words, 
make a strong and varied appeal to the emotions of the 
audience. So far as Orlando and Rosahnd are concerned, 
the complications for them are less even than for Beatrice 
and Benedick. The misrepresentations of Benedick and 
Beatrice to each other by Leonato and Claudio compli- 
cate their wooing badly. Scene ii of Act V in " As You 
Like It " shows how completely Rosalind controls the 
denouement of the play. When Orlando tells her of the 
speedy marriage of Celia and Oliver she says : " If you 
do love Rosalind so near the heart as your gesture cries 
it out, when your brother marries Aliena, shall you marry 
her." Indeed, as any careful reader must note, the angry 
banishment of Rosalind by the Duke in Act I gives 
promise of complications for Rosalind which never ap- 
pear. The first act is so stormy that it prepares a hearer 
for a play of bustling action later; but such action fails 
to appear. Such a contrast between this act and the 
mood of the other acts is more suggestive of the contrast 
between the almost tragic opening of " The Comedy of 
Errors " and the farce of its main scenes than of any 
other play of Shakespeare before 1600. There can be no 
question, then, that the main dependence of " As You 
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Like It " is not upon a complicated central story. The 
appeal of " As You Like It " is, frankly, delicate rather 
than powerful, intellectual rather than emotional, to the 
educated, the cultivated, rather than to the imtrained 
mind. 

A play built directly from Lodge's material must 
depend not on dramatic situation, but on attractive char- 
acterisation of the dramatis personae, on graceful and 
charming speech, and upon much variety instead of 
much intensity of interest. That is, its means must be 
literary rather than essentially dramatic. Now expe- 
rience long, long ago demonstrated that in the theatre 
it is situation which can be depended on, above everything 
else, to win and hold the attention of a large audience. 
Take away, not story entirely, but the complication in 
story which keeps an audience in suspense, eager for a 
solution favourable to the heroine or annihilating to the 
villain, and what is to hold the public? Character may, 
but if so it must provide some decidedly attractive or in- 
teresting figures. What holds most in characterisation is 
the clash of wills which produces dramatic situations ; but, 
as we have seen, in the scenes of Orlando and Rosalind 
such clashes are absent. Though Shakespeare contrasts 
Celia and Rosalind, though Orlando and the disguised 
Rosalind may seem to clash in their talk of Orlando's 
love, there is no real combat of wills. It is in Rosalind's 
relations to Phebe that the only real complication in the 
love story comes. Yet Shakespeare does not make even 
that in any way complicate the relations of Orlando and 
Rosalind as he makes the slandering of Hero bring Ben- 
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edick and Beatrice to an understanding. It is note- 
worthy, too, that all the strongly emotional moments 
come early in the play, — in the wrestling scene, 
the banishment of Rosalind, and the flight of Orlando 
and Adam. Once jnJtheJFOTest of Arden, all r eal anxie- 
ties are^ ver; Rosalind and Ceha are free to play with 
their moods and to indulge in badinage with Orlando; 
Touchstone can quaintly sohloquise; and Jaques may 
philosophise as the days shp by. Action in the ordinary 
sense is kept off the stage. We hear of the rescue of the 
brother Ohver; of the conversion of the usurping Duke; 
we are told that Celia and Oliver fall head over ears in 
love at sight; but nothing of all this are we allowed to 
see in action. I dwell on this absence of comphcated 
plotting, of dramatic action, of emotional appeal in the 
main figures, for it points to the emphasis intended by 
the dramatist. When we know that, his underlying 
purpose in the play must reveal itself. 

Evidently Shakespeare's interest in this play went 
much where it did in " Love's Labour 's Lost " — on char- 
acterisation and dialogue. As was true in that play, 
here he depends much on variety of appeal rather than 
on a story of emotional significance. There we had Don 
Armado, Jaquenetta, Costard, Holofernes, Moth, and 
Wfll, each with his own special interest for the audience, 
but all slightly and arbitrarily connected with the main 
story. Here we have Touchstone, Audrey, Jaques, Wil- 
ham, the foresters, and the singing pages, all added to 
the original fable, not to complicate the main story but 
to give varied interest. The additions in " As You Like 
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It " are, however, somewhat better connected with their 
main story. But there are other similarities between the 
two plays. Just as the performance of " The Nine 
Worthies " helps in " Love's Labour 's Lost " to bring 
the play to an end, so Hymen here is introduced, by no 
means inevitably, in order to provide an appeal always 
gratifying to the Elizabethans, enthusiastic as they 
were over masques. Yet, though the connection of the 
new figures with Rosalind and Orlando may be better 
than the massing of the material in " Love's Labour 's 
Lost," they are not so essential to the development of V 

the main storv as are Sir Toby and Sir Andrew in ^ '^j^ 

" Twelfth Night " and Dogberry and Verges in " Much u\'^ ^ 
Ado about Nothing." Neither of these plays could o ^ 

reach its denouement without the' aid of the characters -n'^^ 

named. Jaques, Touchstone, Audrey, William, Sir 
Oliver Martext, are in no way essential to the working 
out of the love story of Oliver and Rosahnd. Are the 
foresters needed for more than atmosphere and spectacle? 
The truth is, phrase, dialogue for its own sake, 
plays a greater part proportionately hefeTKajT in either 
of the other two great comedies. In " Much Ado," 
phrase for the sake of phrase is largely confined to 
the Beatrice-Benedick scenes, and in " Twelfth Night " 
it is marked chiefly in scenes between the Duke and 
Viola or between Viola and Olivia. In "As You 
Like It " the interest in phrase pervades the play. 
Jaques exists for his philosophising. The foresters were 
created to sing and comment on the woodland hfe, pro- 
ducing an atmosphere for the whole play. Touchstone 

[XX] 



n 



INTRODUCTION 



lives by and for his whimsical truths. The chief scenes 
of Rosalind and Orlando savour of the word-combat. 
Does not aU this sound reminiscent of " Love's Labour 's 
Lost? " Even on their first appearance Rosalind and 
Celia fall to making epigrams : — 

Cel. Let us sit and mock the good housewife Fortune from 
her wheel, that her gifts may henceforth be bestowed equally. 

Ros. I would we could do so; for her benefits are mightily 
misplaced; and the bountiful blind woman doth most mistake 
in her gifts to women. 

Cbl. 'Tis true; for those that she makes fair she scarce 
makes honest; and those that she makes honest she makes very 
ill-favouredly. 

Or they bandy quips and quiddities with Touchstone. 
He in turn splits hairs as he counters on the slow-witted 
Corin. When Jaques enters after the finding of the son- 
nets, Orlando proves a very stage interlocutor to draw 
out the fancies of the fertile brain of Jaques. Even the 
interest of the mock marriage of Orlando and Rosalind 
arises from her wit as it flashes hither and thither, light- 
ing up the whole scene. In aU of these scenes, and in 
many more, it is not doing but saying which counts. One 
has only to contrast Scene v of Act III, the first meet- 
ing of Rosalind and Phebe, to grasp the difference 
between movement by emotionalised situation and move- 
ment by clever dialogue. The grip of this scene on the 
attention is much swifter and stronger than that of 
surrounding scenes. Evidently, then, "As You Like 
It" was written in a mood not unlike that which produced 
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" Love's Labour 's Lost." Since, too, the appeal of 
phrase is largely inteUectual, the play was probably 
aimed primarily at a cultivated audience who could and 
would respond. Even in Elizabethan days the wit com- 
bat and pleasure in sonneteering got their vogue from the 
Court or the University set, and took hold of the people 
only as something from the outside, something super- 
imposed. 

To say all this is not, however, to wish to derogate at 
all from the skiU of the phrasing. It is far more brilKant 
than in " Love's Labour 's Lost." Indeed it is so much 
in and of the characters speaking that it in large part 
loses the self -consciousness so marked in " Love's La- 
bour 's Lost." In truth, the gain in characterising power 
is even greater than in skill in proportioning and massing 
the various elements of interest into what at first sight 
seems a plot of the usual kind. 

In the earlier play the main figures existed only for 
their speeches. Beyond them, even in them, they re- 
vealed little of themselves. They are too much Uke the 
skilled conversationalist to-day, who can talk fascina- 
tingly on any subject, yet reveal nothing of his own 
personality. On the other hand the humanity, the indi- 
viduality of Rosahnd, Celia, Touchstone, Jaques, even 
of the lesser characters, are what have for generations en- 
deared them to readers and theatre-goers. Moreover, to 
compare the original dialogue of Lodge and that of 
Shakespeare is to discover the difference between dia- 
logue consciously artificial and dialogue humanly possi- 
ble even if somewhat precieux, between dialogue largely 
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characterless and dialogue that portrays even as it enter- 
tains. Here is Ganimede's answer according to Lodge, 
when Phebe confesses her love for him: " Water not thy 
plants, Phoebe, for I do pity thy plaints, nor seek not to 
discover thy love in teares : for I conjecture thy truth by 
thy passions: sorrow is no salve for loves, nor sighs no 
remedy for affection. Therefore frolick, Phoebe, for if 
Ganimede can cure thee, doubt not of recovery. Yet this 
let me say without offence, that it greeves me to thwart 
Montanus [Silvius] in his fancies, seeing his desires have 
been so resolute, and his thoughts so loyall: but thou 
aUedgest that thou art forst from him by fate: so I telle 
thee, Phoebe, either some starre, or else some destenie, 
fittest my mind rather with Adonis to die in chase, than 
to be coimted a wanton on Venus knee. Although I pitie 
thy martyrdome, yet I can grant no marriage." 

Rosalind's speech under similar conditions shows 
Shakespeare's acquired mastery of dramatic dialogue, 
that epitome of compacted suggestion : 

Why, what means this? Why do you look on me? 
I see no more in you than in the ordinary 
Of nature's sale-work. 'Od's my little life, 
I think she means to tangle my eyes too ! 
No, faith, proud mistress, hope not after it. 
'T is not your inky brows, your black silk hair. 
Your bugle eyeballs, nor your cheek of cream, 
That can entame my spirits to your worship. 
You foohsh shepherd, wherefore do you follow her, 
Like foggy south, puffing with wind and rain? 
You are a thousand times a properer man 
Than she a woman : 't is such fools as you 
[ xxiii ] 
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That makes the world full of ill-f avour'd children : 

'T is not her glass, but you, that flatters her ; 

And out of you she sees herself more proper 

Than any of her Uneaments can show her. 

But, mistress, know yourself : down on your knees, 

And thank heaven, fasting, for a good man's love: 

For I must tell you friendly in your ear, 

Sell when you can : you are not for all markets : 

Cry the man mercy ; love him ; take his oif er : 

Foul is most foul, being foul to be a scoffer. 

So take her to thee, shepherd : fare you well. 

Lodge wrote wholly from the point of view of his char- 
acters. Absorbed in phrase-making, the speaker re- 
veals himself but little. Shakespeare, standing outside, 
makes his dramatis personae so to speak that each reveals 
himself as the dramatist sees him. Merely literary phras- 
ing is replaced by selected connotative and characteris- 
ing phrase. 

" As You Like It " technically stands, therefore, mid- 
way between such purely literary work as " Love's La- 
bour 's Lost," and such perfect plays in the usual sense of 
the word as " Much Ado about Nothing " and " Twelfth 
Night." It humanises the hterary experimenting of 
Lodge ; it gives it new interest, both by enriched charac- 
terisation and by adding new and convincing figures; 
but it still does not transmute the actionless story of 
Lodge into a play of dramatic situation. " As You Like 
It," hke " A Midsummer Night's Dream," stands be- 
tween a masque and the play as ordinarily understood by 
the great pubhc. That it should have been for genera- 
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tions a favourite shows how completely Shakespeare con- 
quered the difficulties offered by his absence of plot in 
the usual sense of the word. 

What the play possesses in large measure, and what 
constitutes a large part of its charm, is its atmosphere 
of the woods and outdoor life. It is worth while to note 
how simply and yet how skilfully Shakespeare produces 
this outdoor effect. We to-day feel it throughout, be- 
cause of our elaborate setting of the stage. Consequently 
we are sure that the whole play is fuU of deft touches 
bringing this result. But really for the Elizabethan, as 
for the reader to-day, the effect is produced by four scenes 
only, — the first, the fifth, and the seventh of Act II, and 
the second scene of Act IV- It is curious, too, that all 
but one of these scenes are brief, a song or a few speeches 
merely in passing. Even in the exception, the dialogue 
is not lengthened for more of the woodland effect, but 
because Orlando coming upon the scene in eager search 
of food for Old Adam, creates forthwith a dramatic sit- 
uation. Promptly the woodland part becomes wholly 
subordinate. Here shows the hand of the trained drama- 
tist. By 1598 Shakespeare knew well that if in the early 
part of a play we create a sense of place, an atmosphere, 
it wiU persist, unless we markedly shift our ground later. 
He knew that when we are once imbued with the spirit of 
the Forest of Arden, as long as now and then Jaques, 
or another who has shared in those scenes of atmosphere, 
behaves or talks as he then did, we shaU supply from the 
earher part the necessary background. The restraint, 
the sureness of touch, the confidence that the public would 
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enjoy so delicate an intellectual pleasure as is apprecia- 
tion of atmosphere — all this is very significant. It 
shows that by 1598 Shakespeare was so sure of his rela- 
tion to his audience and his work, that he dared to work 
with a few strokes ; that he knew the exact value of his 
materials for the ends he had in view; and that his 
audience was probably special rather than that of the 
regular theatre. 

Because of the similarity of this play technically to 
" Love's Labour 's Lost " ; because its appeal is steadily 
intellectual by its emphasis on phrase, and on character- 
isation for its own sake; because of its substitution of 
variety in interest for intensity of interest, I suspect 
" As You Like It " was originally written for some 
special occasion, probably some out-of-doors festivity 
before a highly cultivated audience. I should guess, fol- 
lowing the lead of Dr. Furness, that the original ap- 
peared not long after the first printing of Lodge's 
" Rosalynde " in 1590, and in the neighbourhood of the 
first form of " Love's Labour 's Lost," and that after a 
lapse of years it was carefully reworked circa 1598. 

Made out of next to nothing, dramatically speaking, 
" As You Like It " has for generations been a special 
favourite on the stage through its humour, wit, surely 
and swiftly differentiated characterisation, and the flexi- 
bility and beauty of its verse, — in a word, its masterly 
combination of witchery and truth to hfe. It is the 
" most exquisite fooling " to be found in Shakespeare's 
plays. 

George P. Baker. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONS ^ 

Duke, living in banishment. 

Feedekick, his brother, and usurper of his dominions. 

Amiens, ) , , ,. i , . , i 

jAftuEs I ^^^^^ attending on the banished D'lke. 

Le Beau, a courtier attending upon Frederick. 

Chakles, wrestler to Frederick. 

OirvSat., ) 

jAftUEs, r sons of Sir Rowland de Boys. 

Orlando, ' 



Adam, ) 

Dennis, \ servants to Oliver. 

Touchstone, a clown. 

Sir Oliver Martext, a vicar. 

c ' } shepherds. 

Sylvius, ) ^ 

William, a country fellow, in love with Audrey. 

A person representing Hymen. 

Rosalind, daughter to the banished Duke. 
Celia, daughter to Frederick. 
Phebe, a shepherdess. 
Audrey, a country wench. 

Lords, pages, and attendants, &c. 

Scene — Oliver's house; Duke Frederick's court; and the 
Forest of Arden 

* This play, which was first printed in the First Folio in T 623, is 
there divided into acts and scenes. There is no list of Dramatis 
Personce. This was supplied for the first time in Rowe's edition of 
1709. 




ACT FIRST — SCENE I 
ORCHARD OF OLIVER'S HOUSE 
Orlando Enter Oelando and Adam 

Is I REMEMBER, ADAM, 
it was upon this fashion: be- 
queathed me by will but poor a 
thousand crowns, and, as thou 
sayest, charged my brother, on 
his blessing, to breed me well: 
and there begins my sadness. 
My brother Jaques he keeps at 
school, and report speaks gold- 
enly of his profit: for my part, 
he keeps me rustically at home, 
or, to speak more properly, stays 
me here at home unkept ; for call 
you that keeping for a gentleman of my birth, that dif- 
fers not from the stalling of an ox? His horses are bred 




2 bequeathed me, etc."] This sentence lacks a subject. It is possible that 
"he" was omitted before ''bequeathed" by a typographical 
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better; for, besides that they are fair with their feeding, ^° 
they are taught their manage, and to that end riders 
dearly hired: but I, his brother, gain nothing under him 
but growth; for the which his animals on his dunghills 
are as much bound to him as I. Besides this nothing that 
he so plentifully gives me, the something that nature 
gave me his countenance seems to take from me : he lets 
me feed with his hinds, bars me the place of a brother, 
and, as much as in him lies, mines my gentility with my 
education. This is it, Adam, that grieves me; and the 
spirit of my father, which I think is within me, begins 
to mutiny against this servitude: I will no longer en- ^^ 
dure it, though yet I know no wise remedy how to 
avoid it. 

Adam. Yonder comes my master, your brother. 



error. It is so obvious that Orlando is talking of his father's 
bequest that a corrector of the press could not be severely blamed 
for the accidental elision. 

4 My brother Jaques] This character, Sir Rowland de Boys' second son, 
only plays a small part at the end of the last act, where the folio 
editions call him " second brother " and Rowe and later editors 
" Jaques de Boys." In Lodge's story of Rosalynd, on which Shake- 
speare based his play, the character is called Ferdinand. That 
Shakespeare should have bestowed the same name on a far more 
important personage of his own creation, the banished Duke's 
cynical companion, is proof of hasty composition and of defective 
revision. Cf. note on I, ii, 74, infra. 

15 countenance] Cf. Selden's Table Talk (Art. "Fines ") : "If you will 
come unto my house, I will show you the best countenance I can," 
i. e. not the best face, but the best entertainment. 

18 mines . . . education\ undermines or destroys the gentleness of my 
birth and nature, by means of my bringing up. 

[4] 
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Orl. Go apart, Adam, and thou shalt hear how he 
■will shake me up. 

Enter Oliveb. 

Oli. Now, sir! what make you here? 

Oel. Nothing: I am not taught to make any thing. 

On. What mar you then, sir? 

Obx. Marry, sir, I am helping you to mar that which 
God made, a poor unworthy brother of yours, with 
idleness. ^^ 

Oli. Marry, sir, be better employed, and be naught 
awhile. 

Oel. Shall I keep your hogs and eat husks with them? 
What prodigal portion have I spent, that I should come 
to such penury? 

Oli. Know you where you are, sir? 

Orl. O, sir, very well; here in your orchard. 

Oli. Know you before whom, sir? 

Orl. Ay, better than him I am before knows me. I 
know you are my eldest brother; and, in the gentle con- **' 
dition of blood, you should so know me. The courtesy of 
nations allows you my better, in that you are the first- 
born; but the same tradition takes not away my blood, 
were there twenty brothers betwixt us : Xiias£.as.j]auch.„ 
of my father, in me as JOvl; albeit, I confess, your com- 
ing before me is nearer to his reverence. 



31 he naught awhile] a colloquial form of imprecation, "be hanged to 

you." 
45-46 your coming . . . reverence'] your priority of birth more closely 
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Oli. What, boy! 

Okl. Come, come, elder brother, you are too young 
in this. 

Oli, Wilt thou lay hands on me, villain? ^^ 

Oel. I am no villain; I am the yoimgest son of Sir 
Rowland de Boys ; he was my father, and he is thrice a 
villain that says such a father begot villains. Wert thou 
not my brother, I would not take this hand from thy 
throat till this other had pulled out thy tongue for saying 
so : thou hast railed on thyself. 

Adam. Sweet masters, be patient: for your father's 
remembrance, be at accord. 

Oli. Let me go, I say. 

Orl. I wiU not, till I please : you shall hear me. My ^^ 
father charged you in his wiU to give me good education: 
you have trained me like a peasant, obscuring and hiding 
from me aU gentleman-hke qualities. The spirit-oljiay, 
.father -grows strong in me, and I will no longer endure 
it: therefore allow me such e:xefcises as may become a 
gentleman, or give me the poor aUottery my father left me 
by testament ; with that I wiU go buy my fortunes. 

Oli. And what wilt thou do? beg, when that is spent? 
Well, sir, get you in: I will not long be troubled with 
you; you shaU have some part of your will: I pray you, 
leave me. "^^ 



associates you -with the respect which was his due. The chief 
share of the father's reputation descends to his eldest bom. 
48—49 Come, come . . . young in this\ Cf. the elder brother's remark 
in Lodge's story of Rosalynd, " Though I am eldest by birth, yet 
never having attempted any deeds of arms, I am youngest to per- 
form any martial exploits." 
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Orl. I wiU no further offend you than becomes me 
for my good. 

Oli. Get you with him, you old dog. 

Adam. Is " old dog " my reward? ? Most true, I have 
lost my teeth in your service. God be with my old 
master! he would not have spoke such a word. 

[_Exetmt Orlando and Adam. 

Oli. Is it even so? begin you to grow upon me? I 
will physic your rankness, and yet give no thousand 
crowns neither. HoUa, Dennis! 

Enter Dennis 

Den. Calls your worship? ^^ 

Oli. Was not Charles, the Duke's wrestler, here to 
speak with me? 

Den. So please you, he is here at the door and impor- 
tunes access to you. 

Oli. Call him in. lExit Dennis."] 'T will be a good 
way; and to-morrow the wrestling is. 

Enter Chahles 

Cha. Good morrow to your worship. 

Oli. Good Monsieur Charles, what 's the new news 
at the new court? 

Cha. There 's no news at the court, sir, but the old ^^ 
news : that is, the old Duke is banished by his younger 
brother the new Duke; and three or four loving lords 
have put themselves into volimtary exile with him, whose 
lands and revenues enrich the new Duke; therefore he 
gives them good leave to wander. 

[7] 
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Oli. Can you tell if Rosalind, the Duke's daughter, 
be banished with her father? 

Cha. O, no ; for the Duke's daughter, her cousin, so 
loves her, being ever from their cradles bred together, 
that she would have followed her exile, or have died to 
stay behind her. She is at the court, and no less beloved 
of her uncle than his own daughter; and never two ladies 
loved as they do. ^*'^ 

Oli. Where will the old Duke live ? 

Cha. They say he is already in the forest of Arden, 
and a many merry men with him ; and there they live like 
the old Robin Hood of England: they say many young 
gentlemen flock to him every day, and fleet the time care- 
lessly, as they did in the golden world. ^^^ 

Oli. What, you wrestle to-morrow before the new 
Duke? 

Cha. Marry, do I, sir; and I came to acquaint you 
■with a matter. I am given, sir, secretly to understand 
that your younger brother, Orlando, hath a disposition 
to come in disguised against me to try a fall. To-mor- 
row, sir, I wrestle for my credit ; and he that escapes me 
Avithout some broken limb shall acquit him well. Your 
brother is but young and tender; and, for your love, I 
would be loath to foil him, as I must, for my own honoxu", 
if he come in : therefore, out of my love to you, I came 



105 forest of Arden\ Lodge, like Shakespeare, makes the scene of his 
story "the forest of Ardennes" in Flanders (now Belgium). But 
the dramatist's familiarity with the English forest of Arden in War- 
wickshire, near his native town of Stratford-on-Avon, probably 
coloured his allusions to woodland scenery in the play. 

[8] 
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hither to acquaint you withal; that either you might stay 
him from his intendment, or brook such disgrace well as 
he shall run into ; in that it is a thing of his own search, 
and altogether against my will. ^-- 

Oli. Charles, I thank thee for thy love to me, which 
thou shalt find I will most kindly requite. I had my- 
self notice of my brother's purpose herein, and have 
by underhand means laboured to dissuade him from it, 
but he is resolute. I 'U tell thee, Charles : — it is the 
''stubbornest young feUow of France; full of ambition, 
an envious emulator of every man's good parts, a secret 
and villanous contriver against me his natural brother: 
therefore use thy discretion; I had as lief thou didst 
break his neck as his finger. And thou wert best look 
to 't; for if thou dost him any slight disgrace, or if he 
do not mightUy grace himself on thee, he wUl practise 
against thee by poison, entrap thee by some treacherous 
device, and never leave thee tiU he hath ta'en thy hfe by 
some indirect means or other; foEi. I assure thee, and 
almpst_-^lLieaESj^ speak it, there is jipt one so young 
and so villanous this day Jjving. I speak but brotherly of 
^im; but should I anatomize him to thee as he is, I must 
blush and" weepTahd thou roust laok pjale and wonder. ^^^ 
- Cha. I am heartily glad I came hither to you. If he 
come to-morrow, I 'U give him his payment : if ever he go 
alone again, I 'U never wrestle for prize more: and so, 
God keep your worship ! 

Oli. Farewell, good Charles. [Exit Charles.] Now 



133 grace himself on thee] get grace or honour at your expense. 
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will I stir this gamester : I hope I shall see an end of him ; 
for my soul, yet I know not why, hates nothing more 
than he. Yet he 's gentle; never schooled, and yet 
learned; full of noble device; of all sorts enchantingly 
beloved ; and indeed so much in the heart of the world, 
and especially of my own people, who best know him, 
that I am altogether misprised: but it shall not be so 
long; this wrestler shall clear all: nothing remains but 
that I kindle the boy thither ; which now I '11 go about. ^^* 

[Exit. 



SCENE II — LAWN BEFORE THE 
DUKE'S PALACE 

Enter Rosalind and Ceua 

Cel. I pray thee, Rosahnd, sweet my coz, be merry. 

Ros. Dear Celia, I show more mirth than I am mis- 
tress of; and would you yet I were merrier? Unless you 
could teach me to forget a banished father, you must not 
learn me how to remember any extraordinary pleasure. 

Cel. Herein I see thou lovest me not with the full 
weight that I love thee. If my uncle, thy banished 
father, had banished thy uncle, the Duke my father, so 
thou hadst been still with me, I could have taught my 
love to take thy father for mine : so wouldst thou, if the ^^ 
truth of thy love to me were so righteously tempered as 
mine is to thee. 



149 noble device] noble conceptions and aims. 

[10] 



SCENE II AS YOU LIKE IT 



Ros. Well, I will forget the condition of my estate, 
to rejoice in yours. ~ 

Cel. You know my father hath no child but I, nor 
none is like to have : and, truly, when he dies, thou shalt 
be his heir; for what he hath taken away from thy father 
perforce, I will render thee again in affection; by mine 
honour, I will; and when I break that oath, let me turn 
monster: therefore, my sweet Rose, my dear Rose, be 
merry. 20 

Ros. From henceforth I will, coz, and devise sports. 
Let me see; what think you: of falling in love? 

Cel. Marry, I prithee, do, to make sport withal: but 
love no man in good earnest; nor no further in sport 
neither, than with safety of a pure blush thou mayst 
in honour come off again. 

Ros. What shall be our sport, then? 

Cel. Let us sit and mock the good housewife Fortune 
from her wheel, that her gifts may henceforth be be- 
stowed equally. 

Ros. I would we could do so; for her benefits are 
mightily misplaced; and the bountiful blind woman doth 
most mistake in her gifts to women. 

Cel, 'T is true ; for those that she makes fair she scarce 
makes honest ; and those that she makes honest she makes 
very ill-favouredly. 

Ros. Nay, now thou goest from Fortune's office to 



28-29 Fortune . . . wheel] Cf. Hen. V, III, vi, 32-34: "Fortune is 
painted . . . with a wheel, to signify to you, which is the moral 
of it, that she is turning, and inconstant, and mutability, and 
variation." 

[11] 
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Nature's : Fortune reigns in gifts of the world, not in the 
lineaments of Nature. 

Enter Totjchstonb 

Cel. No? when Nature hath made a fair creature, *'' 
may she not by Fortune fall into the fire? Though 
Nature hath given us wit to flout at Fortune, hath not 
Fortune sent in this fool to cut off the argument? 

Res. Indeed, there is Fortune too hard for Nature, 
when Fortune makes Nature's natural the cutter-off 
of Nature's wit. 

Cel. Peradventure this is not Fortune's work neither, 
but Nature's ; who perceiveth our natural wits too dull to 
reason of such goddesses, and hath sent this natural for 
our whetstone ; for always the dulness of the fool is the ^^ 
whetstone of the wits. How now, wit! whither wander 
you? 

Touch. Mistress, you must come away to your father. 

Cel. Were you made the messenger? 

Touch, No, by mine honour, but I was bid to come 
for you. 

Ros. Where learned youj that oath, fool? 

Touch. Of a certain knight that swore by his honour 

49 reason of] discuss about. Cf. Merck, of Ven., \, iii, 54, "I am 
debating of my present store," and ihid. II, viii, 27, " I reasoned 
with a Frenchman yesterday." 

51 tvit ! whither wander youf\ a proverbial phrase serving as a check 
on too abundant a flow of conversation. The cognate form IV, i, 
149, infra, "Wit ! whither wilt?" is more frequently met with. 
Malone conjectured that the words formed part of some lost 
madrigal. 

[121 
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they were good pancakes, and swore by his honour the 
mustard was naught ; now I '11 stand to it, the pancakes 
were naught and the mustard was good, and yet was not ^° 
the knight forsworn. 

Cel. How prove you that, in the great heap of your 
knowledge? 

Ros. Ay, marry, now unmuzzle your wisdom. 

Touch. Stand you both forth now : stroke your chins, 
and swear by your beards that I am a knave. 

Cel. By our beards, if we had them, thou art. 

Touch. By my knavery, if I had it, then I were; but 
if you swear by that that is not, you are not forsworn: 
no more was this knight, swearing by his honour, for he '^® 
never had any; or if he had, he had sworn it away before 
ever he saw those pancakes or that mustard. 

Cel. Prithee, who is 't that thou meanest? 

Touch. One that old Frederick, y;our father, loves. 

Cel. My .fai;her's love_Js_^nough tq_^ honour him: 
enough! speak ^o more of him; youTTFbe whipped for 
taxation one of these days. 



74 old Frederick, your father'] The reference here must be to Celia's 
father, the usurping Duke, who at line 213 of the present scene 
and at V, iv, 148, infra, is also called Frederick. Yet the Folios 
give the succeeding speech to Rosalind, and thereby imply that 
Touchstone refers here to Rosalind's father, the banished Duke, 
who is designated throughout the play as " Duke, senior," with- 
out any Christian name ; it is clear that his name could not have 
been Frederick, like that of his brother. Capell, who accepted the 
Folios' assignment of the next speech to Rosalind, substituted Fer- 
dinand for Frederick. But it is best to adopt Theobald's emenda- 
tion, which is followed above, and assign the next speech to Celia. 
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Touch. The more pity, that fools may not speak 
wisely what wise men do foolishly. 

Cel. By my troth, thou sayest true; for since the ^^ 
little wit that fools have was silenced, the little foolery 
that wise men have makes a great show. Here comes 
Monsieur Le Beau. 

Ros. With his mouth full of news. 

Cel. Which he wiU put on us, as pigeons feed their 
young. 

Ros. Then shall we be news-crammed. 

Cel. All the better; we shall be the more market- 
able. 

Enter Le Beatt 

Bon jour, Monsieur Le Beau: what 's the news? 

Le Beau. Fair princess, you have lost much good 
sport. 

Cel. Sport! of what colour? ^o 

Le Beau. What colour, madam! how shall I answer 
you? 

Ros. As wit and fortune will. 

Touch. Or as the Destinies decrees. 

Cel. Well said: that was laid on with a trowel. 



80-82 since . . . great shoiv] There may be a reference here to some 
topical event, either to an unidentified inhibition of players, or to 
the notorious suppression of satirical and licentious books, which 
took place in 1599- 

90 colour] kind or nature. Cf. Lear, II, ii, 133, where the Quartos 
read " a feUow of the selfsame nature," and the FoUo, " a fellow 
of the self-same colour." 

[14] 
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Touch. Nay, if I keep not my rank, — 

Ros. Thou losest thy old smell. 

Le Beau. You amaze me, ladies: I would have told 
you of good wresthng, which you have lost the sight of. 

Ros. Yet teU us the manner of the wresthng. ^^ 

Le Beau. I will tell you the beginning; and, if it 
please yom- ladyships, you may see the end; for the best 
is yet to do; and here, where you are, they are coming to 
perform it. 

Cel. Well, the beginning\j^^ that, is dead 

Le Beau. TKSfe comes an old man and his three 
sons, — 

Cel. I could match this beginning with an old tale. 

Le Beau. Three proper young men, of excellent 
growth and presence. 

Ros. With biUs on their necks, " Be it known unto aU 
men by these presents." ^°* 

Le Beau. The eldest of the three wrestled with 
Charles, the Duke's wrestler; which Charles in a moment 
threw him, and broke three of his ribs, that there is httle 



95-96 rank . . . smell ] This punning comment on the word " rank," 
which Touchstone uses in its sense of "quality" or "place," and 
RosaUnd in that of " rancidity," is precisely paralleled in Cymh., 
II, i, 15-16: "Clo. Would he had been one of my rank! Sec. 
Lord [Aside\. To have smelt like a fool." 

108 Bos. With bills on their necks] Thus the Folios. Farmer transferred 
these words to Le Beau's preceding speech, and interpreted them 
as meaning "with halberds, or weapons of war, on their shoulders." 
Lodge in the novel writes of his hero " with his forest bill on his 
neck." In any case Rosalind puns on the word "bills" [i.e. hal- 
berds] in the sense of placards or proclamations. 

[15] 
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hope of life in him : so he served the second, and so the 
third. Yonder they lie; the poor old man, their father, 
making such pitiful dole over them that all the beholders 
take his part with weeping. 

Ros. Alas! 

Touch. But what is the sport, monsieur, that the 
ladies have lost? 

Le Beau. Why, this that I speak of. ^^^ 

Touch. Thus men may grow wiser every day: it is 
the first time that ever I heard breaking of ribs was sport 
for ladies. 

Cel. Or I, I promise thee. 

Ros. But is there any else longs to see this broken 
music in his sides? is there yet another dotes upon rib- 
breaking? Shall we see this wrestling, cousin? 

Le Beau. You must, if you stay here ; for here is the 
place appointed for the wrestling, and they are ready to 
perform it. ^^^ 

Cel. Yonder, sure, they are coming : let us now stay 
and see it. 

Flourish. Enter Duke ruEDEiiicK, Lords, Oelando, 
Chaeles, and Attendants 

Duke F. Come on: since the youth will not be en- 
treated, his own peril on his forwardness. 
Ros. Is yonder the man? 

125 broken music] A quibbling use of a technical musical term for a 
musical performance, in which the instruments employed did not 
keep tune, according to strict rules of harmony. There is no 
connection between broken music and broken ribs, save the verbal 
identity of the epithet. 
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Le Beau. Even he, madam. 

Cel. Alas, he is too young! yet he looks successfully. 

Duke F. How now, daughter and cousin! are you 
crept hither to see the wrestling? 

Ros. Ay, my liege, so please you give us leave. ^^^ 

Duke F. You will take little delight in it, I can teU 
you, there is such odds in the man. In pity of the chal- 
lenger's youth I would fain dissuade him, but he will not 
be entreated. Speak to him, ladies ; see if you can move 
him. 

Cel. Call him hither, good Monsieur Le Beau. 

Duke F. Do so : I '11 not be by. 

Le Beau. Monsieur the challenger, the princess calls 
for you. 

Okl. I attend them with all respect and duty. 

Ros. Young man, have you challenged Charles the 
wrestler? ^^^ 

Orl. No, fair princess; he is the general challenger: 
I come but in, as others do, to try with him the strength 
of my youth. 

Cel. Young gentleman, your spirits are too bold for 
your years. You have seen cruel proof of this man's 
strength: if you saw yourself with your eyes, or knew 
yourself with your judgement, the fear of your adventure 
would counsel you to a more equal enterprise. We pray 



142 odds in the man] advantage on the side of the wrestler Charles. 

147 princess calls'\ Theobald reads princesses call, which Orlando's refer- 
ence to them seems to justify. 

157-158 saw . . . judgement^ exerted all your powers of vision and 
judgment. 
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you, for your own sake, to embrace your own safety, and 
give over this attempt. -^^^ 

Ros. Do, young sir; your reputation shall not there- 
fore be misprised : we wiU make it our suit to the Duke 
that the wrestling might not go forward. 

Orl. I beseech you, punish me not with your hard 
thoughts; wherein I confess me much guilty, to deny so 
fair and excellent ladies any thing. But let your fair eyes 
and gentle wishes go with me to my trial : wherein if I be 
foiled, there is but one shamed that was never gracious; 
if kiUed, but one dead that is willing to be so : I shall do 
my friends no wrong, for I have none to lament me ; the 
world no injury, for in it I have nothing: only in the 
world I fiU up a place, which may be better suppHed 
when I have made it empty. ^^^ 

Ros. The httle strength that I have, I would it were 
with you. 

Cel. And mine, to eke out hers. 

Ros. Fare you well: pray heaven I be deceived in you ! 

Cel. Your heart's desires be with you! 

Cha. Come, where is this young gallant that is so 
desirous to lie with his mother earth? ^^o 

Obl. Ready, sir; but his will hath in it a more modest 
working. 

Duke F. You shall try but one fall. 

Cha. No, I warrant your Grace, you shall not entreat 
him to a second, that have so mightily persuaded him 
from a first. 

Oel. You mean to mock me after; you should not 
have mocked me before : but come your ways. 

[18] 
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Ros. Now Hercules be thy speed, young man! ^^^ 

Cel. I would I were invisible, to catch the strong fel- 
low by the leg. {They wrestle. 

Ros. O excellent young man! 

Cel. If I had a thunderbolt in mine eye, I can teU 
who should down. [Shout. Charles is thrown. 

Duke. F. No more, no more. 

Orl. Yes, I beseech your Grace: I am not yet well 
breathed. 

Duke F. How dost thou, Charles? 

Le Beau. He cannot speak, my lord. 

Duke F. Bear him away. What is thy name, young 

man? 200 

Orl. Orlando, my Uege ; the youngest son of Sir Row- 
land de Boys. 

Duke F. I would thou hadst been son to some man 
else: 
The world esteem'd thy father honourable. 
But I did find him still mine enemy: 
Thou shouldst have better pleased me with this deed, 
Hadst thou descended from anotiier house. 
But fare thee well; thou art a gaUant youth: 
I would thou hadst told me of another father. 

[Exeunt Duke Fred., train, and Le Beau. 

Cel. Were I my father, coz, would I do this? ^lo 

Orl. I am more proud to be Sir Rowland's son. 



196 not yet well breathed] not yet in thorough practice, in full career. 
Cf. Ant. and Cleoj)., Ill, xiii, 178 : "I will be treble-sinewed, 
hearted, breathed." 
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His youngest son; and would not change that calling. 
To be adopted heir to Frederick. 

Ros. My father loved Sir Rowland as his soul, 
And all the world was of my father's mind: 
Had I before known this young man his son, 
I should have given him tears unto entreaties. 
Ere he should thus have ventured. 

Cel. Gentle cousin, 

Let us go thank him and encourage him: 
My father's rough and envious disposition ^^" 

Sticks me at heart. Sir, you have well deserved: 
If you do keep your promises in love 
But justly, as you have exceeded aU promise. 
Your mistress shall be happy. 

Ros. Gentleman, 

[^Giving him a chain from her rieck. 
Wear this for me, one out of suits with fortune. 
That could give more, but that her hand lacks 

means. 
Shall we go, coz? 

Cel. Ay. Fare you well, fair gentleman. 

Oel. Can I not say, I thank you? My better parts 
Are all thrown down, and that which here stands up 
Is but a quintain, a mere lifeless block. 230 



212 calling] name, or appellation. This usage is rare. The word is 
more common in Shakespeare in the modem sense of " vocation " 
or " profession," especially of an ecclesiastical kind. 

217 tears unto entreaties] tears in addition to entreaties. 

225 out of suits with fortune] out of fortune's service, deprived of her 
livery. Cf I, iii, 24, infra : "turning these jests out of service." 
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Ros. He calls us back: my pride feU with my for- 
tunes; 
I '11 ask him what he would. Did you call, sir? 
Sir, you have wrestled weU and overthrown 
More than your enemies. 

Cel. Will you go, coz? 

Ros. Have with you. Fare you weU. 

\Fixewnt Rosalmd and Celia. 
OnL. What passion hangs these weights upon my 
tongue? 
I I cannot speaTs to her, yet she urged conference. 
<^ O poor Orlando, thou art overthrown! ^^' 

Or Charles or something weaker masters thee. 

Re-enter Lb Beau 

Le Beau. Good sir, I do in friendship counsel you ^^^ 
To leave this place. Albeit you have deserved 
High commendation, true applause, and love. 
Yet such is now the Duke's condition. 
That he misconstrues all that you have done. 
The Duke is humorous: what he is, indeed. 
More suits you to conceive than I to speak of. 

Oel. I thank you, sir: and, pray you, tell me this. 
Which of the two was daughter of the Duke, 
That here was at the wresthng? 

Le Beau. Neither his daughter, if we judge by 

manners; ^®° 



243 condition] temperament. Cf. Merck, of Fen., I, ii, 143 : "the con- 
dition [i. e. temperament or disposition] of a saint." 
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But yet, indeed, the taller is his daughter: 
The other is daughter to the banish'd Duke, 
And here detain'd by her usurping uncle. 
To keep his daughter company; whose loves 
Are dearer than the natural bond of sisters. 
But I can tell you that of late this Duke 
Hath ta'en displeasure 'gainst his gentle niece, 
Grounded upon no other argument 
But that the people praise her for her virtues. 
And pity her for her good father's sake; ^^" 

And, on my Ufe, his malice 'gainst the lady 
WiU suddenly break forth. Sir, fare you well. 
Hereafter, in a better world than this, 
I shall desire more love and knowledge of you. 
Orl. I rest much bounden to you : fare you well. 

l^Exit Le Beau. 
Thus must I from the smoke into the smother; 
From tyrant Duke unto a tyrant brother: 
But heavenly Rosalind 1 [Exit. 



251 taller] This is the reading of the Folios. Rowe and abmost all 
subsequent editors read here shorter (or smaller). A change of the 
kind seems necessary. Rosalind, in the next scene, line 110, gives 
as a reason for her assuming a man's disguise when fleeing with 
CeUa that she is ''more than common tall," and at IV, iii, 86-87, 
Celia is described as "low and browner" than Rosalind. 

266 from the smoke . . . smother] from bad to worse. '' Smother " is 
the thick stifling smoke of a smouldering fire. 
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/ SCENE III -/A ROOM IN THE PALACE 
^— ~*'"^"^" Enter Celia. and Rosalind 

Cel. Why, cousin! why, Rosalind! Cupid have 
mercy! not a word? 

Ros. Not one to throw at a dog. 

Cel. No, thy words are too precious to he cast away 
upon curs; throw some of them at me; come, lame me 
with reasons. 

Ros. Then there were two cousins laid up ; when the 
one should be lamed with reasons and the other mad with- 
out any. 

Cel. But is all this for your father? ^'^ 

Ros. No, some of it is for my child's father. O, how 
full of briers is this working-day world! 

Cel. They are but burs, cousin, thrown upon thee in 
holiday foolery: if we walk not in the trodden paths, 
our very petticoats will catch them. 

Ros. I could shake them off my coat: these burs are 
in my heart. 

Cel. Hem them away. 

Ros. I would try, if I could cry hem and have him. 

Cel. Come, come, wrestle with thy affections. ^^ 



11 my chilcC s father] this would mean "my husband." Thus the Fohos. 

Numerous modem editors substitute my father s child, i.e. myself. 
1 8 Hem\ an onomatopoeic word implying the act of coughing slightly. 

"Hem them away" is remove them by a small effort of the 

throat. 
IQ cry hem and have him] have for the asking ; a proverbial expression. 
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Ros. O, they take the part of a better wrestler than 
myself! 

Cel. O, a good, wish upon you ! you will try in time, 
in despite of a fall. But, turning these jests out of ser- 
vice, let us talk in good earnest: is it possible, on such a 
sudden, you should faU into so strong a hking with old 
Sir Rowland's youngest son? 

Ros. The Duke my father loved his father dearly. 

Cel. Doth it therefore ensue that you should love his 
son dearly? By this kind of chase, I should hate him, ^° 
for my father hated his father dearly; yet I hate not 
Orlando. 

Ros. No, faith, hate him not, for my sake. 

Cel. Why should I not? doth he not deserve well? 

Ros. Let me love him for that, and do you love him 
because I do. Look, here comes the Duke. 

Cel. With his eyes fuU of anger. 

Enter Duke Feedebick, with Lords 

Duke F. Mistress, dispatch you with your safest 
haste 
And get you from our court. 

Ros. Me, uncle? 

Duke F. You, cousin: 

Within these ten days if that thou be'st found 
So near our pubhc court as twenty miles, *o 

Thou diest for it. 



31 dearly] greatly, extremely. Cf. HamZe^, I, ii, 182 : " my dearest toe.'' 
37 safest] surest, least exposed to doubt or delay. 
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Ros. I do beseech your Grace, 

Let me the knowledge of my fault bear with me: 
If with myself I hold intelligence, 
Or have acquaintance with mine own desires; 
If that I do not dream, or be not frantic, — 
As I do trust I am not, — then, dear uncle, 
Never so much as in a thought unborn 
Did I offend your Highness. 

Duke F. Thus do all traitors: 

If their purgation did consist in words. 
They are as innocent as grace itself: ^^ 

Let it suffice thee that I trust thee not. 

Ros. Yet your mistrust cannot make me a traitor: 
Tell me whereon the hkelihood depends. 

Duke F. Thou art thy father's daughter; there's 
enough. 

Ros. So was I when your Highness took his dukedom ; 
So was I when your Highness banish'd him: 
Treason is not inherited, my lord; 
Or, if we did derive it from our friends. 
What 's that to me? my father was no traitor: 
Then, good my liege, mistake me not so much ^® 

To think my poverty is treacherous. 

Cel. Dear sovereign, hear me speak. 

Duke F. Ay, Celia; we stay'd her for your sake. 
Else had she with her father ranged along. 

Cel. I did not then entreat to have her stay; 
It was your pleasure and your own remorse: 
I was too young that time to value her; 
But now I know her: if she be a traitor, 
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Why so am I ; we still have slept together, 

Rose at an instant, learn'd, play'd, eat together, ^° 

And wheresoe'er we went, hke Juno's swans, 

StiU we went coupled and inseparable. 

Duke F. She is too subtle for thee; and her smooth- 
ness, 
Her very silence and her patience 
Speak to the people, and they pity her. 
Thou art a fool: she robs thee of thy name; 
And thou wilt show more bright and seem more virtuous 
When she is gone. Then open not thy lips : 
Firm and irrevocable is my doom 
Which I have pass'd upon her; she is banish'd. ^° 

Cel. Pronounce that sentence then on me, my liege: 
I cannot live out of her company. 

DxjKE F. You are a fool. You, niece, provide your- 
self: 
If you outstay the time, upon mine honour. 
And in the greatness of my word, you die. 

[Exeunt Duke Frederick and Lords. 

Cel. O my poor Rosalind, wither wilt thou go? 
Wilt thou change fathers? I will give thee mine. 
I charge thee, be not thou more grieved than I am. 

Ros. I have more cause. 

Cel. Thou hast not, cousin; 



71 like Juno's swam] There is nothing in classical mythology to justify 
this simile, which seems due to an error of memory. Ovid asso- 
ciates Venus and not Juno with swans. Cf. Met., X, 708 seq. 
Shakespeare mentions " Venus' doves " seven times in the course 
of his works, but he ignores her swans. 
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Prithee, be cheerful: know'st thou not, the Duke 
Hath banish'd me, his daughter? 

Ros. That he hath not. 

Cel. No, hath not? Rosalind lacks then the love 
Which teacheth thee that thou and I am one: 
Shall we be sunder 'd? shall we part, sweet girl? 
No: let my father seek another heir. 
Therefore devise with me how we may fly. 
Whither to go and what to bear with us ; 
And do not seek to take your change upon you. 
To bear your griefs yourself and leave me out; 
For, by this heaven, now at our sorrows pale. 
Say what thou canst, I 'U go along with thee. 

Ros. Why, whither shall we go? 

Cel. To seek my uncle in the forest of Arden. 

Ros. Alas, what danger will it be to us. 
Maids as we are, to travel forth so far! 
Beauty provoketh thieves sooner than gold. 

Cel. I '11 put myself in poor and mean attire 
And with a kind of umber smirch my face; 
The like do you: so shall we pass along 
And never stir assailants. 

Ros. Were it not better, ^^^ 

Because that I am more than common tall, 
That I did suit me all points like a man? 
A gallant curtle-axe upon my thigh. 



98 your change] For this reading of the First Folio the Second and 
later Folios substituted your charge, which seems to improve the 
sense. But the original reading change, i. e. " reverse of fortune," 
may be right. 
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A boar-spear in my hand; and — in my heart 
Lie there what hidden woman's fear there will — 
We 'U have a swashing and a martial outside. 
As many other mannish cowards have 
That do outface it with their semblances. 

Cel. What shall I call thee when thou art a man? 

Ros. I 'U have no worse a name than Jove's own page ; 
And therefore look you call me Ganymede. ^^^ 

But what will you be caU'd? 

Cel. Something that hath a reference to my state; 
No longer Ceha, but Aliena. 

Ros. But, cousin, what if we assay'd to steal 
The clownish fool out of your father's court? 
Would he not be a comfort to our travel? 

Cel. He 'U go along o'er the wide world with me ; 
Leave me alone to woo him. Let 's away, 
And get our jewels and our wealth together; ^^^ 

Devise the fittest time and safest way 
To hide us from pursuit that will be made 
After my flight. Now go we in content 
To liberty and not to ¥anisliment. lExeunt. 
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ACT SECOND — SCENE I 

THE FOREST OF^AB&EN 

Enter Duke senior, Amiens, and two or three Lords, 
like foresters 
Duke S. 

OW, MY CO-MATES AND 

brothers in exile, 

Hath not old custom made this 

life inore sweet 

Than that of painted pomp? 

Are not these woods 

More free from peril than the 

envious court? 

Here feel we but the penalty of 

Adam, 

The seasons' difference; as the 

icy fang 

AJnd churlish chiding of the 

winter's wind, 
Which, when it bi tes and blow s upon my body, 
Even till I shrink^th cold^Jjmile and say 
" This is no flattery: these are counsellors 
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That feelingly persuade me what I am." 

Sweet are the uses of adversity; 

Which, like the toad, ugly and venomous, 

Wears yet a precious jewel in his head: 

And this our life exempt frpm_pubKc haunt 

Finds tongues in trees, books in the running 
brooks. 

Sermons in stones and good in every thing. 

I would not change it. 
' ~ Ami. Happy is your Grace, 

( That can translate, the .stubbornness of fortune 

{ Into so quiet and so sweet a style. " 2" 

^^ Duke S. Come, shall we go and kill us venison? 

And yet it irlisjne the poor dappled fools, 

Being nat ive bu rghgrs of this desert city. 

Should in their own confines with forked heads 

Have their round haunches gored. 



14 precious jewel in his head] Cf. Lyly's Euphues : " The foule Toade 
hath a faire stone in his head " (ed. Arber, p. 53). The ignorant 
popular belief, that a toad carried a precious stone in its head, 
which was universal in Shakespeare's day, is apparently derived 
from the fact that a stone or gem, chiefly found in Egypt, is of the 
brownish gray colour of toads, and is therefore called a batrachite 
or toadstone. Pliny in his Natural History (Book 32) ascribes to 
a bone in the toad's head curative and other properties, but does 
not suggest that a gem is ever found there. In his description 
elsewhere of the toadstones of Egypt he only notes their associa- 
tion with toads in the way of colour. 

24 forked heads'] arrow heads. Roger Ascham, in Toxophilus (ed. 
Arber, p. 135), mentions that arrowheads, "having two points 
streching forwards," are commonly called " fork heads." Cf. Lear, 
I, i, 143, where the arrow-head is called " the fork." 
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First Lord. Indeed, my lord, 

The melanchol y Jaq ues grieves at that, 
And, in that kind, swears^youdo^iorejisurp 
Than doth your brother that hath banish'd you. 
To-day my Lord of Amiens and myself 
Did steal behind him as he lay along 
Under an oak whose antique root peeps out 
Upon the brook that brawls along this wood: 
To the which place a poor sequester'd stag, 
That from the hunter's aim had ta'en a hurt, 
Did come to languish, and indeed, my lord, 
The wretched animal heaved forth such groans. 
That their discharge did stretch his leathern coat 
Almost to bursting, and the big round tears 
Coursed one another down his innocent nose 
In piteous chase; and thus the hairy fool. 
Much markedjxLtLejmelan^hdyJ^agjgies^ 
Stood on the extremest verge of the swift brook. 
Augmenting it jwoth JfiSJCS*^. 

Duke S. But what said Jaques? 

Did he not moralize this sge^^JL- 

First LoEDT'tll^fiOnto a thousand similes. 
First, for his weeping into the needl ess st ream; 
" Poor deer," quoth he, " thou makest a testament 
As worldlings do, giving thy sum of more 
To that which had too much": then, being there 
alone. 



30 



40 



44 moralize] Cf. Cotgrave, Fr.-Eng. Did. : " Moraliser : To morralize, 
to expound morrally, to give a morall senee vnto." See also infra, 
II, vii, 29 : " moral on the time." 

[31] 



AS YOU LIKE IT act ii 

Left and abandon'd of his velvet friends ; ^° 

" 'T is right," quoth he; " thus misery doth part 
The flux of company: " anon a careless herd, 
Full of the pasture, jumps along by him 
And never stays to greet him ; " Ay," quoth Jaques, 
" Sweep on, you fat and greasy citizens; 
'T is just the fashion: wherefore do you look 
Upon that poor and broken_ban^uptJthere? " 
Thus most invectively he^iercetlrthrDiigh 
The body of the co untry, city, c ourt. 

Yea, and of this our hfe; swearing that we ®° 

^ Are mere usur pers, tyrants a nd what 's worse. 
To fright the animals and to kill them up 
In their assign'd and native dwelling-place. 

Duke S. And did you leave him in this contemplation? 

Sec. Lord. We did, my lord, weeping and comment- 
ing 
Upon the sobbing deer. 

Duke S. Show me the place: 

I love_toi:ape-hija--inrQiese siillen fits. 
For then he 's full of matter. 

FiEST Lord. I 'U bring you to him straight. {Exeunt. 



62 kill . . . up] Intensitive of " kill," i. e. exterminate. Cf. Adlington's 
Apuleius Golden Asse, 1582, fo. 159 : "Killed vp with colde." 

67 cope] meet with, encounter. Cf. Femis and Adonis, 889 : " They all 
strain courtesy who shall cope him first." 
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SCENE II — A ROOM IN THE PALACE 

Enter Duke Feedeeick, with Lords. 

Duke F. Can it b ejgossibla-thai no man saw them? 
It cannot be : some villains of my court C, j^ , ., - 

Are of consenTa ng suffer ance-in this. *" 

FiRsxTIiOBDri cannot hear of any that did see her. 
The ladies, her attendants of her chamber, 
Saw her a-bed, and in the morning early 
They foimd the bed untreasured of their mistress. 

Sec. Lobd. My lord, the roynish clown, at whom so oft 
Your Grace was wont to laugh, is also missing. 
Hisperia, the princess' gentlewoman, ^° 

Confesses that she secretly o'erheard 
Your daughter and her cousin much commend 
The parts and graces of the wrestler 
That did but lately foil the sinewy Charles; 
And she beheves, wherever they are gone, 
That youth is surely in their company. 

Duke F. Send to his brother; fetch that gaUant 
hither; 
If he be absent, bring his brother to me; 
I '11 make him find him: do this suddenly. 
And let not search and inquisition quail ^o 

To bring again these foolish runaways. [Exeunt. 

8 roynish'] scurvy. Cognate forms " roynous " and " roignous," both 
meaning "coarse," figure in the Romaunt of the Rose, 11. 987, 6193. 
The word seems adapted from the French. Cotgrave's Fr.-Eng. 
Diet, has " rougneux," which is interpreted " scabbie, mangie," and 
" scuruie." Cf. Macb., I, iii, 6 : "rump-fed ronyon [mangy creature]." 

20 quair\ grow faint, slacken in effort. 
3 [33] 
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SCENE III — BEFORE OLIVER'S HOUSE 
Enter Oklando and Adam, meeting 

Oel. Who 's there? 

Adam. What, my young master? O my gentle 
master! 
O my sweet master! O you memory 
Of old Sir Rowland! why, what make you here? 
Why are youjrirtuous? why do people love you? 
And wherefore are you gentle, strohg^and valiant? 
Why would you be so fond to overcome 
The bonny priser of the humorous Duke? 
Your praise is come too swiftly home before you. 
Know you not, master, to some kind of men ^^ 

Their graces serve them but as enemies? 
No more do yours : your virtues, gentle master, 
Are sanctified and holy traitors to you. 
O, what a world is this, when what is comely 
Envenoms him that bears it ! 

Oel. Why, what 's the matter? 

Adam. O unhappy youth! 

Come not within these doors ; within this roof 
The enemy of all your graces lives : 
Your brother — no, no brother; yet the son — 
Yet not the son, I will not call him son, 20 



8 bonny priser] strong prizefighter (i. e., contender for a prize). The 
word honny is the reading of all the Folios, and is doubtless 
right. The epithet is frequently used in the sense of "strong " as 
well as in that of " comely." Warburton's widely adopted correc- 
tion, boney, i, e., "muscular," is unnecessary. 
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Of him I was about to call his father, — 

Hath heard your praises, and this night he means 

To burn the lodging where you use to he 

And you within it : if he fail of that, 

He will have other means to cut you off. 

I overheard him and his practices. 

This is no place; this house is but a butchery: 

Abhor it, fear it, do not enter it. 

Orl. Why, whither, Adam, wouldst thou have me 
go? 

Adam. No matter whither, so you come not here. ^^ 

Orl. What, wouldst thou have me go and beg my 
food? 
Or with a base and boisterous sword enforce 
A thievish living on the common road? 
This I must do, or know not what to do : 
Yet this I wiU not do, do how I can; 
I rather will subject me to the roalice \ 
Of a diverted blood andHBlbody brotheri 

ADAMnBut^o^noFsa ITiave five hundred crowns, 
The thrifty hire I ^^"ed under your father, 
Which I did store to be my foster-nurse *'' 

When service should in my old Umbs he lame. 
And imregarded age in corners thrown: 
Take that, and He that doth the ravens feed. 
Yea, providentry caters^ forTEe sparrow. 



27 This is no place] Cf. Lover's Complaint, 82 : " Love made him her 

place, [i. e., her home, place to dwell in]." 
37 diverted blood] blood (or natural affection) turned from the course 

of nature. 

[351 



AS YOU LIKE IT act ii 

Be comfo rt to jny.affet Here is the gold; 

All this I give you. Let me be your servant: 

Though I look old, yet I am strong and lusty; 

For in my youth I never did apply 

Hot and rebelhous liquors in my blood. 

Nor did not with unbashful forehead woo ^° 

The means of weakness and debility; 

Therefore my age is as a lusty winter. 

Frosty, but kindly: let me go with you; 

I 'U do the service of a younger man 

In all your business and necessities. 

Obl. O good old man, how weU in thee appears 
The constant service of the antique world. 
When service sweat for duty, not for meed! 
Thou art not for the fashion of these times. 
Where none wiU sweat but for promotion, ^^ 

And having that do choke their service up 
Even with the having: it is not so with thee. 
But, poor old man, thou prunest a rotten tree. 
That cannot so much as a blossom yield 
In lieu of all thy pains and husbandry. 
But come thy ways; we'll go along together. 
And ere we have thy youthful wages spent, . 
We 'U Mght upon some settled low content. 

Adam. Master^^o on, and I will foUow thee. 
To the last gasp, with truth and -loyalty. 1^ 

From seventeen years tiU now almost fourscore 
Here lived I, but now live here no more. 



7 1 seventeen] This is Rowe's emendation for the seventy of the Folios. 
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At seventeen years many their fortunes seek; 

But at fourscore it is too late a week: 

Yet fortune^annot recompense me better \ 

Than to die well and not my master's debtorLT [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV — THE FOREST OF ARDEN 

Enter Rosalind for Ganymede, Celia for Aliena, and 
Touchstone 

Res. O Jupiter, how weary are my spirits ! 

Touch. I care not for nay spirits, if my l egs we re 
not weary. 

Ros. I could find in my heart to disgrace my man's 
apparel and to cry like a woman; but I must comfort 
the weaker vessel, as doublet and hose ought to show 
itself courageous to petticoat: therefore, courage, good 
Aliena. 

Cel. I pray you, bear with me; I cannot go no 
further. 

Touch. For my part, I had rather bear with you 
than bear you: yet I should bear no cross, if I did bear ^° 
you; for I think you have no money in your purse. 

Ros. Well, this is the forest of Arden. 

Touch. Ay, now am I in Arden; the more fool I; 



1 wean/] Theobald's emendation of the Ttierry of the Folios. 

6 doublet and hose'] the chief features of male attire in Shakespeare's day. 

10 bear no cross] a quibble on the two meanings of the phrase, viz., 
" endure hardship " and " carry a coin," specifically known as a 
" cross," from the stamp upon it of a cross. Cf 2 Hen. IV, I, ii, 
212-213 : "you are too impatient to bear crosses." 
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when I was at home, I was in a better place: but trav- 
ellers must be content. 
Ros. Ay, be so, good Touchstone. 

Ihter CoEiN and Silvius 

Look you, who comes here; a young man and an old 
in solemn talk. 

CoK. That is the way to make her scorn you still. 

SiL. O Corin, thatthouknew'sthowl doloveher! ^ 

CoE. I partly guess; for I have loved ere now. 

SiL. 'No, Corin, being old, thou canst not guess. 
Though in thy youth thou wast as true a lover 
As ever sigh'd upon a midnight pillow: 
But if thy love were ever like to mine, — 
As sure I think did never man love so, — 
How many actions most ridiculous 
Hast thou been drawn to by thy fantasy? 

Coi^^Thto^ a thousand that I liave forgotten. 

SiL. O, thou didst then ne'er loAJ^e so heartily! ^^ 

If thou remember'st not the shghtest folly 
That ever love did make thee run into, 
Thou hast not loved: 
Or if thou hast not sat as I do now. 
Wearing thy hearer in thy mistress' praise, 
Thou hast not loved: 
Or if thou hast not broke from company 
Abruptly, as my passion now makes me. 



28 fantasy] Used like the cognate form " fancy " in the sense of 
aifection or love. 

[38] 
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Thoui hast not loved. 

Phebe, Phebe, Phebe! [Ent. *<> 
Ros. Alas, poor shepherd! searching of thy wound, 

1 have by hard adventijre„iftijLnd mine own. 
ToucHr And I mine. I remember, when I was in 

love I broke my sword upon a stone and bid him take 
that for coming a-night to Jane Smile : and I remember 
the kissing of her batlet and the cow's dugs that her 
pretty chopt hands had milked: and I remember the 
wooing of a peascod instead of her; from whom I took 
two cods and, giving her them again,-sa(id with weeping 
tears " Wear these for my sake.'t We that are true ^^ 
lovers run into strange capers; but as all is mortal in 
nature, so is all nature in love mortal in folly. "1 

Ros. Thou speakest wiser than thou art wara of. 

Touch. Nay, I shall ne'er be ware of mine own wit 
tiU I break my shins against it. 

Ros. Jove, Jove! this shepherd's passion 
Is much upon my fashion. 

Touch. And mine; but it grows something stale 
with me. 



46 batlet] Thus the Second and later Folios. The First Folio reads 
batler, which there seems no reason for changing. Neither form 
is met elsewhere. The reference is to the bat or flat wooden instru- 
ment (sometimes called a washing-beetle) with which clothes are 
beaten by the laundress. Cf Levins's Manipulus, 1 570, p. 38 : 
"To battle clothes. Excutere." 
chopi] chapped. Cf. -Soraweilxii, 10: "c^ojip'cZwithtann'dantiquity." 

51-52 mortal in folly] "Mortal" is here a slang intensitive meaning 
" excessive," " extravagant," with the implied suggestion that folly 
deals death to love. 

[39] 
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Cel. I pray you, one of you question yond man 
If he for gold will give us any food: ^^ 

1 faint almost to death. 

Touch. Holla, you clown! 

Ros. Peace, fool: he 's not thy kinsman. 

CoE. Who calls? 

Touch. Your betters, sir. 

CoE. Else are they very wretched. 

Ros. Peace, I say. Good even to you, friend. 

CoE. And to you, gentle sir, and to you all. 

Ros. I prithee, shepherd, if that love or gold 
Can in this desert place buy entertainment, 
Bring us where we may rest ourselves and feed : 
Here 's a young maid with travel much oppress'd 
And faints for succour. 

CoE. Fair sir, I pity her ^° 

And wish, for her sake more than for mine own. 
My fortunes were more able to reheve her; 
But I am shepherd to another man 
And do not shear the fleeces that I graze: 
My master is of churlish disposition 
And little recks to find the way to heaven 
By doing deeds of hospitality: 
Besides, his cote, his flocks and bounds of feed 
Are now on sale, and at our sheepcote now. 
By reason of his absence, there is nothing ®° 

That you will feed on; but what is, come see. 
And in my voice most welcome shall you be. 



82 in my voke\ as far as my voice or vote has power to bid you welcome. 

[40] 



SCENE V AS YOU LIKE IT 

Ros. What is he that shall buy his flock and pasture? 

CoE. That young swain that you saw here but ere- 
while. 
That little cares for buying any thing. 

Ros. I pray thee, if it stand with honesty. 
Buy thou the cottage, pasture and the flock. 
And thou shalt have to pay for it of us. 

Cel. And we wiU mend thy wages. I hke this place, 
And wiUingly could waste my time in it. 

CoE. Assuredly the thing is to be sold: 
Go with me : if you like upon report 
The soil, the profit and this kind of life, 
I will your very faithful feeder be 
And buy it with your gold right suddenly. lExetmt. 



SCENE V — THE FOREST 
Enter Amiens, jAauEs, and others 

Song 

Ami. Under the greenwood tree 

Who loves to lie with me. 
And turn his meny note 
Unto the sweet bird's throat. 



90 



94 feeder] This word in the sense of " servant " is not uncommon, and 

various suggested changes are unnecessary. 
3 turji] This is the reading of the Folios, and the word clearly means 

"adapt." Cf. Hall's Satires, VI, i: "Martiall turns his merry 

note." Rowe's widely accepted emendation, tunes, may be 

rejected, 

[41] 



AS YOU LIKE IT act ii 



Come hither, come hither, come hither: 

Here shall he see 

No enemy 
But winter and rough weather. 

Jaq. More, more, I prithee, more. 

Ami. It will make you melancholy, Monsieur Jaques. ^^ 

Jaq. I thank it. More, I prithee, more. Ij:an suck 
melancholy put of a song, as a weasel sucks eggs. More, 
I prithee, more. 

Ami. My voice is ragged: I know I cannot please 
you. 

Jaq. I do not desire you to please me; I do desire 
you to sing. Come, more ; another stanzo : call you 'em 
stanzos? 

Ami. What you will. Monsieur Jaques. 

Jaq. Nay, I care not for their names; they owe me 
nothing. Will you sing? 

Ami. More at your request than to please myself. ^'^ 

Jaq. Well then, if ever I thank any man, I '11 thank 
you; but that they call compliment is like the encounter 
of two dog-apes, and when a man thanks me heartily, 
methinks I have given him a penny and he renders me 



1 6 stanzd\ Cotgrave, Fr.-Eng. Diet., gives the fonn " stanzo " (for stanza) 
when interpreting the French " stance." In L. L. L., IV, ii, 99, 
"stanze" is read in the original editions, — the First Folio and 
First Quarto, — and "stanza" in the later Folios. There is an 
obvious uncertainty as to the right form. 

18-19] names . . . owe me nothing] an allusion to the use of the Latin 
" nomina " in the common sense of " details of debt." Cooper's 
Thesaurus, 1573, defines " Nomina " as " the names of debtes owen." 

[42] 



SCENE V AS YOU LIKE IT 

the beggarly thanks. Come, sing; and you that will 
not, hold your tongues. 

Ami. Well, I '11 end the song. Sirs, cover the while; 
the Duke will drink under this tree. He hath been all 
this day to look you. 

Jaq. And I have been all this day to avoid him. He ^'^ 
is too disputable for my company: I think of as many 
matters as he; but I give heaven thanks, and make no 
boast of them. Come, warble, come. 

Song ^ 

Who doth ambition shun, S^All together here. 

And loves to live i' the sun, I 
Seeking the food he eats, I 

And pleased with what he gets, • ^ 
Come hither, come hither, come hither: 
Here shall he see ! 

No enemy *" 

But winter and rough weather. / 

Jaq. I '11 give you a verse to this note, that I made 
yesterday in despite of my invention. 
Ami. And I '11 sing it. 
Jaq. Thus it goes : — 

If it do come to pass , 

That any man turn ass. 
Leaving his wealth and ease \ , 
A stubborn will to please, \ 



')0 ' 






27 cover] lay the cloth. 

[431 



AS YOU LIKE IT act ii 

Ducdame, ducdame, ducdame: ^ 

Here shall he see 

Gross fools as he. 
And if he will come to me. 

Ami. What 's that " ducdame "? 

Jaq. 'T is a Greek invocation, to call fools into a 
circle. I'll go sleep, if I can; if I cannot, I'll rail 
against all the first-born of Egypt. 

Ami. And I '11 go seek the Duke : his banquet is 
prepared. \_Exeunt severally. 



SCENE VI— THE FOREST 

Enter Oeiando and Adam 

Adam. Dear master, I can go no further; O, I die 
for food! Here lie I down, and measure out my grave. 
Farewell, kind master. 

Oel. Why, how now, Adam! no greater heart in 
thee? Live a little; comfort a little; cheer thyself a 
little. If this uncouth forest yield any thing savage, I 
will either be food for it or bring it for food to thee. 



50 Ducdame^ In all probability a nonsensical parody of the conven- 
tional burden of an unidentified popular song. Cf. in All 's Well, I, 
iii, 69, the clown's senseless sing-song " Fond done, done fond " 
in his ditty of Helen of Greece. Attempts have been made to 
connect " ducdame " with hke sounding words in Latin, ItaUan, 
French, Gaelic, Welsh, Greek, and Romany. 

57 the Jirst-hom of Egypi\ high-bom persons. 

[44] 



SCENE VII AS YOU LIKE IT 

Thy conceit is nearer death than thy powers. For my 
sake be comfortable; hold death awhile at the arm's 
end: I wiU here be with thee presently; and if I bring ^^ 
thee not something to eat, I will give thee leave to die : 
but if thou diest before I come, thou art a mocker of my 
labour. Well saidl thou lookest cheerly, and I '11 be 
with thee quickly. Yet thou liest in the bleak air: come, 
I will bear thee to some shelter; and thou shalt not die 
for lack of a dinner, if there live any thing in this desert. 
Cheerly, good Adam! [Exewnt. 



SCENE VII — THE FOREST 

A table set out. Enter Duke senior, Amzeits, cmd 
LoBSs lihe outlaws 

Duke S. I think he be transform'd into a beast; 
For I can no where find him Hke a man. 

FmsT LoED. My lord, he is but even now gone hence: 
Here was he merry, hearing of a song. 

Duke S. If he, compact of jars, grow musical. 
We shall have shortly discord in the spheres. 
Go, seek him: tell him I would speak with him. 

Enter Jaques 

First Lord. He saves my labour by his own ap- 
proach. 



6 spheres'] The common belief in the music of the spheres is well illus- 
trated in Merck, of Fen., V, i, 6O-6I : " There 's not the smallest 
orb which thou behold'st But in his motion like an angel sings." 

[45] 
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Duke S. Why, how now, monsieur! what a hfe is 
this, 
That your poor friends must woo your company? ^^ 

What, you look merrily! 

Jaq. a fool, a fool! I met a fool i' the forest, 
A motley fool; a miserable world! 
As ITdolive by food, I met a fool; 
Who laid him down and bask'd him in the sun. 
And rail'd on Lady Fortune iu good terms. 
In good set terms, and yet a motley fool. 
" Good morrow, fool," quoth I. " No, sir," quoth he, 
" Call me not fool tiU heaven hath sent me for- 
tune:" 
/^ And then he drew a dial from his poke, ^o 

( And, looking on it with lack-lustre eye, 
\ Says very wisely, " It is ten o'clock: 
J Thus we may see," quoth he, " how the world wags : 
] 'T is but an hour ago since it was nine; 

LAnd after one hour more 't wiU be eleven ; 
And so, from hour to hour, we ripe and ripe. 



13 motley] a reference to the conventional parti-coloured or patch- 
work dress of the professional fool. " Mottled " would be the 
modem expression. A species of variegated cloth seems to have 
borne in the trade the name of " motley." Cf. line 34, infra, 
"Motley's the only wear," and 43, "a. motley coat." 

20 dial from Ms poke] It was common among the lower orders to carry 
in the " poke " or pocket a sundial in the form of a metal ring 
about two inches in diameter, which was so marked and contrived 
that sunUght falling upon it indicated the hour of day. A speci- 
men of a pocket dial of the Elizabethan period is preserved in the 
Museum at Shakespeare's birthplace, Stratford-upon-Avon. 

[46] 



SCENE VII AS YOU LIKE IT 

Andjtheiv foam hour to hour, we rot and rot; 

And thereby hangs a tale." When I did hear 

The motley fool thus moral on the time, 

My lungs began to crow Hke chanticleer, ^^ 

That fools should be so deep-contemplative; 

And I did laugh sans intermission 

An hour by his dial. O noble fool! 

A worthy fool ! Motley„'s the only wear. 

Duke S. What fool is this? 

Jaq. O worthy fool! One that hath been a courtier, 
And says, if ladies be but young and fair. 
They have the gift to know it: and in his brain, 
Which is as dry as the remainder biscuit 
After a voyage, he hath strange places cramm'd ^*^ 

With observation, the which he vents 
In mangled forms. O that I were a fool! 
I am ambitious for a motley coat. 

Duke S. Thou shalt have one. 

Jaq. It is my only suit; 

Provided that you weed your better judgements 
Of all opinion that grows rank in them 
That I am wise. I must have liberty 



29 Tnoraf] Cf. II, i, 44, supra, " moralize this spectacle." There 
seems little doubt that " moral on " is a verb meaning " moralize 
on." The suggestion that "moral" is here used adjectivally 
offers an awkward construction. 

40 he hath strange places cramm'd] he hath collected from observation 
or study a mass of strange topics, allusions, passages from books. 
Cf. the use of the Latin word "loci " and the Greek " tottoi." 

44 my only suit] a quibble on the two meanings of the word " peti- 
tion " and "dress." 

[47] 
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Withal, as large a charter as the wind, y 

To^blow on whom I please; for sp fools, have; 

And they that are most gaUed with my f oUy, ^^ 

They most must laugh. And why, sir, must they so? 

The " why " is plain as way to parish church: 

He that a fool doth very wisely hit 

Doth very foohshly, although he smart. 

Not to seem senseless of the bob : if not, 

The wise man's f oUy is anatomized 

Even by the squandering glances of the fool. 

Invest me in my motley; give me leave 

To speak my mind, and I wiU through and through 

Cleanse the foul body of the infected world, ^^ 

If they wiU patiently^ receive my medicine. 

Duke S. Fie on thee! I can tell what thou wouldst 
do. 

Jaq. What, for a counter, would I do but good? 

Duke S. Most mischievous foul sin, in chiding sin: 
For thou thyself hast been a libertine. 
As sensual as the brutish sting itself; 



48 as large a charier as the nnni\ Cf. Hen. V, \, i, 48 : " The air, a char- 
ler'd libertine, is still." 

55 Not to . . . hoh] The Folios omit the words not to, which Theo- 
bald first supplied. They are necessary to the sense. The 
general meaning is that the wise man, though he may smart under 
a fool's taunt, ought to ignore the " bob " or rap of a fool's 
comment. 

57 sqtiandering glances'] random shots. 

63 counter'] a thing of no value ; a metal disc, of no intrinsic value, 
used in making calculations. 

66 brutish sting'] animal impulse. 

[48] 
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And all the embossed sores and headed evils, 
That thou with license of free foot hast caught, 
Wouldst thou disgorge into the general world. 

Jaq. Why, who cries out on pride, ^*^ 

That can therein tax any private party? 
Doth it not flow as hugely as the sea. 
Till that the weary very means do ebb? 
What woman in the city do I name. 
When that I say the city-woman bears 
The cost of princes on unworthy shoulders? 
Who can come in and say that I mean her, 
When such a one as she such is her neighbour? 
Or what is he of basest function. 

That says his bravery is not on my cost, ^'^ 

Thinking that I mean him, but therein suits 
His folly to the mettle of my speech? 
There then; how then? what then? Let me see wherein 
My tongue hath wrong'd him: if it do him right. 
Then he hath wrong'd himself; if he be free. 



68 Tvitk license of free foot] gadding about with no restraint. 

73 Till . . . ebb] This is the original reading. It means that pride 
flows on like the tidal sea till its " very means," or sustaining 
forces, becoming weary or exhausted, ebb or decay. Singer's 
emendation, the wearer's very means, is not happy. 

79-82 Or what . . . speech ?] The general meaning is that one finds 
men in the lowest position in life taking a foolish pride in showy 
apparel who, if they hear a censorious observer denounce the 
vanity of spending money on dress, retort that the critic does 
not pay for what they wear ; the critic's censure is intended to 
have no particular or personal application, but such a reply is a 
safe sign that the cap fits. 
4 [49] 
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Why then my taxing like a wild-goose flies, 
Unclaim'd of any man. But who comes here? 

Enter Oelando, with Ms sword drawn 

Oel. Forbear, and eat no more. 

Jaq. Why, I have eat none yet. 

Orl. Nor shalt not, till necessity be served. 

Jaq. Of what kind should this cock come of? ^^ 

Duke S. Art thou thus bolden'd, man, by thy distress? 
Or else a rude despiser of good manners, 
That in civihty thou seem'st so empty? 

Oel. You touch'd my vein at first: the thorny point 
Of bare distress hath ta'en from me the show 
Of smooth civility: yet am I inland bred 
And know some nurture. But forbear, I say: 
He dies that touches any of this fruit 
Till I and my affairs are answered. 

Jaq. An you will not be answered with reason, I 
must die. loi 

Duke S. What would you have? Your gentleness 
shall force. 
More than your force move us to gentleness. 

Orl. I almost die for food; and let me have it. 

Duke S. Sit down and feed, and welcome to our table. 

Orl. Speak you so gently? Pardon me, I pray you: 
I thought that all things had been savage here ; 
And therefore put I on the countenance 
Of stern commandment. But whate'er you are 

96 inland] civilized, refined, the converse of "outlandish." Cf. Ill, 
ii, 322, infra : " an inland man." 

[50] 



SCENE VII AS YOU LIKE IT 

That in this desert inaccessible, ^^^ 

Under the shade of melancholy boughs, 

Lose and neglect the creeping hours of time; ^ 

If ever you Lave look'd on better days. 

If ever been where bells have knoU'd to church. 

If ever sat at any good man's feast. 

If ever from your eyehds wiped a tear 

And know what 't is to pity and be pitied. 

Let gentleness my strong enforcement be: 

In the which hope I blush, and hide my sword. 

Duke S. True is it that we have seen better days» ^^^ 
And have with holy beU been knoll'd to church. 
And sat at good men's feasts, and wiped our eyes 
Of drops that sacred pity hath engender'd: 
And therefore sit you down in gentleness 
And take upon command what help we have 
That to your wanting may be minister'd. 

Orl. Then but forbear your food a little while, 
Whiles, like a doe, I go to find my fawn 
And give it food. There is an old poor man. 
Who after me hath many a weary step ^^° 

Limp'd in pure love: tiU he be first sufiiced, 
Oppress'd with two weak evils, age and hunger, 
I mil not touch a bit. 

Duke S. Go find him out. 

And we wiU nothing waste till you return. 

Okl. I thank ye; and be blest for your good com- 
fort! {.Exit. 

Duke S. Thou seest we are not all alone unhappy: 



125 upon command'] at your command 

rsi" 



[61] 
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This wide and universal theatre 

Presents more woeful pageants than the scene 

Wherein we play in. 

Jaq. All the world Va stage,^ 

And aU the men and women merely players : j 
They have their exits and their entrances; t^ 
And one man in his time plays many parts, \ 
His acts being, seven ages. At first the infant^ 
Mewling and pulsing in the nurse's arms. 
Then the whining school-boy, with his satchel 
And shining morning face, creeping like snaU 
Unwillingly to school. And then thejoverr"" 
Sighing like furnacej^-with-xnvoef^l-Jballad 7 
Made to his mistress' eyebrow. Then a soldier. 
Full of strange oaths, and bearded like the pard, ^^^ 

Jealous in honour, sudden and quick in quarrel. 
Seeking the bubble reputation 
Even in the cannon's mouth. And then the justice, 

139 All . . . stage] Cf. Merch. of Fen., I, i, 77-78 : « I hold the world 
but as the world, Gratiano ; A stage, where every man must play 
a part." The comparison of the world to a stage was a common- 
place in Greek, Latin, and modem European literature. The Globe 
Theatre bore the proverbial motto, "Totus mundus agit histrionem." 
The division of man's life into seven parts or ages, which Shake- 
speare likens to acts of a play, is found in the Greek writings of 
the physician Hippocrates and of the late Greek philosopher 
Proclus, and was generally accepted by philosophers, poets, and 
artists of the European Renaissance. 

148 Sighing like furnace] Cf. Cymb., I, vi, 65-66 : " he [i. e., a French- 
man in love] furnaces The thick sighs from him." 

153-154 the justice . . . capon] Capons formed gifts which suitors were 
in the habit of offering justices of the peace. Cf. Wither's Christ- 

[62] 



SCENE VII AS YOU LIKE IT 

In fair round belly with good capon lined, 

With eyes severe and beard of formal cut. 

Full of wise saws and modern instances ; 

And so he plays his part. The sixth age shifts 

Into the lean and shpper'd pantaloon. 

With spectacles on nose and pouch on side. 

His youthful hose, well saved, a world too wide ^^° 

For his shrunk shank; and his big manly voice. 

Turning again toward childish treble, pipes 

And whistles in his sound. Last scene of all. 

That ends this strange eventful history. 

Is second childishness and mere oblivion. 

Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans every thing. 

Re-enter Oelando, with Adam 

Duke S. Welcome. Set down your venerable 
burthen. 
And let him feed. 

Orl. I thank you most for him. 

Adam. So had you need: 

I scarce can speak to thank you for myself. ^^^ 

Duke S. Welcome; fall to: I will not trouble you 
As yet, to question you about your fortunes. 
Give us some music; and, good cousin, sing. 

Song 

Ami. Blow, blow, thou winter wind. 

Thou art not so unkind 



mas Carol, lines 41, 42 : " Now poor men to iAie justices With capons 
make their arrants \i. e., errands]." 
156 modem instances] trite or commonplace maxims or anecdotes. 
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As man's ingratitude; 
Thy tooth is not so keen. 
Because thou art not seen. 
Although thy breath be rude. 
Heigh-ho! sing, heigh-ho! unto the green holly: ^^^ 

Most friendship is feigning, most loving mere folly: 
Then, heigh-ho, the holly! 
This Ufe is most jolly. 

Freeze, freeze, thou bitter sky. 
That does not bite so nigh 

As benefits forgot : 
Though thou the waters warp, 
Thy sting is not so sharp 
As friend remember'd not. 
Heigh-ho ! sing, &c. 

Duke S. If that you were the good Sir Rowland's son. 
As you have whisper'd faithfully you were. 
And as mine eye doth his effigies witness 
Most truly Umn'd and hving in your face, 
Be truly welcome hither: I am the Duke 
That loved your father: the residue of your fortime. 
Go to my cave and tell me. Good old man, 
Thou art right welcome as thy master is. 
Support him by the arm. Give me your hand, 
And let me all your fortunes understand. [Exemit. 200 

193 effigies] The accent in this word, which must be pronounced 
trisyllabically, falls on the second syllable. 
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ACT THIRD — SCENE I 

A ROOM IN THE PALACE 
Enter Duke Fbedekick, Lords, and Oliteb 
Duke Frederick 

;0T SEE HIM SINCE? SIR, 
sir, that cannot be : 
But were I not the better part 
made mercy, 

I should not seek an absent 
argument 

Of my revenge, thou present. 
But look to it: 

Find out thy brother, whereso- 
e'er he is; 

Seek him with candle; bring him 
dead or living 

Within this twelvemonth, or 
turn thou no more 
To seek a living in our territory. 
Thy lands and all things that thou dost call thine 
Worth seizure do we seize into our hands. 
Till thou canst quit thee by thy brother's mouth 
Of what we think against thee. 

[55] 
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Oli. O that your Highness knew my heart in thisl 
I never loved, my brother in my hfe. 

Duke F. More villain thou. Well, push him out of 
doors ; 
And let my officers of such a nature 
Make an extent upon his house and lands : 
Do this expediently and turn him going. lExeunt. 



SCENE II— THE FOREST 

Enter Oelando, with a paper 



17 Make an extent upon, efc.] In strict legal phraseology the process of 
" making an extent," i. e., executing the writ " extendi facias," 
consisted in appraising the value of property to its full extent as 
a preliminary to its summary seizure. The process ordinarily 
followed a sentence of forfeiture of which in the present instance 
Shakespeare gives no hint. The phrase is very commonly met 
with in Elizabethan plays in the loose significance, as here, of 
taking forcible possession of property. 

2 thrice-crowned queen of night'] Luna, or the moon, was believed in classi- 
cal mythology to rule three realms, — earth, heaven, where she 
was known as " Diana," and the infernal regions, where she was 
known as "Hecate." Chapman, in his Hymn to Night (1594), 
describes how the goddess with " triple forehead " controls earth, 
seas, and hell. Cf. Mids. N. Dr., V, i, 391 : " the triple Hecate's 
team." 

[56] 



Oel. Hang^-there-,- my verse, iri.witnes§/iof my love: 

And thou, thrice-crowned^jueen of night, survey i^ 

With thy chaste eye, from thy pale sphere above, 
Thy huntress' name that my full hfe doth sway. 









SCENE II AS YOU LIKE IT 

. X 

O Rosalind! these trees shall be my books 

And in their barks my thoughts I '11 character; • 
That every eye which in this forest looks 

Shall see thy virtue witness'd every where. 
Run, rim, Orlando ; carve on every tree 
The fair, the chaste and unexpressive she. [Exit, i" 

Enter Coein and Touchstone 

CoE. And how like you this shepheKdls life. Master 
Touchstone? 

Touch. Truly, shepherd, in respect of itself, it is a 
good life; but in respect that it is a shepherd's life, it is 
"naught. In respect that it is solitary, I like it very well; 
but in respect that it is^jivate, it is a very vUe life. Now, 
in respect it is in the fields, it pleaseth me weU; but in 
respect it is not in the court, it is tedious. As it is a spare 
life, look you, it fits my humour well; but as there is no 
more plenty in it, it goes much against my stomach. 
Hast any philosophy in thee, shepherd? 

Cor. No more but that I know the more one sickens 
the worse at ease he is; and that.he that wants money, 
njeans and content is without i|iree good friends; that 
the propertyof rain is to wet and fire to burn; that good 
pasture makes fat sheep, and that a great cause of the 
night is lack of the sun; that he that hath learned no wit 
by nature nor art may complain of good breeding or 
comesof aTvery dull kindred. 

10 unexpressive"] inexpressible ; a common usage. Cf. Milton's Lycidas, 

176 : " The unexpressive nuptial song." 
28 good breeding] i. e., the want of good breeding ; a common manner 

of speech in Elizabethan English. 
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AS YOU LIKE IT act m 

Touch. Such a one is a natural philosopher. Wast 
ever in com-t, shepherd? ^^ 

CoE. No, truly. .. /, 

Touch. Then thou art damned. 

CoE. Nay, I hope. ~ — 

Touch. Truly, thou art damned, like an iU-roasted 
egg all on one side. 

CoE. For not being at court? Your reason. 

Touch. Why, if thou never wast at court, thou never 
sawest good manners ; if thou never sawest ^ood man- 
ners, then thy manners must be vdcked; and wickedness 
is^isiftj and sin is damnation. Thou art in a parlous state, 
shepherd^ ^^ 

CoE. Not a whit. Touchstone: those that are good 
manners at the court are as ridiculous in the country as 
the behaviour of the country is most mockable at the 
court. You told me you salute not at the court, but you 
kiss your hands: that courtesy would be uncleanly, if 
courtiers were shepherds. 

Touch. Instance, briefly; come, instance. 

CoE. Why, we are still handling our ewes, and their 
fells, you know, are greasy. 

Touch. Why, do not your courtier's hands sweat? 
and is not the grease of a mutton as wholesome as the ^*^ 
sweat of a man? Shallow, shallow. A better instance, 
I say; come. 

CoE. Besides, our hands are hard. 

Touch. Your lips wiU feel them the sooner. Shallow 
again. A more sounder instance, come. 



44 but you kiss\ without kissing. 
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SCENE II AS YOU LIKE IT 

CoE. And they are often tarred over with the surgery 
of our sheep; and would you have us kiss tar? The cour- 
tier's hands are perfumed with civet. 

Touch. Most shallow man! thou worms-meat, in re- 
spect of a good piece of flesh indeed! Learn of the wise, 
and perpend: civet is of a baser birth than tar, the very 
uncleanly flux of a cat. Mend the instance, shepherd. 

CoR. You have too courtly a wit for me : I '11 rest. 

Touch. Wnt thou rest damned? God help thee, 
shallow man! God make incision in thee! thou art 
raw. 

CoK. Sir, I am a true labnurer : I earn that I eat, get 
that I wear, owe no man hate, envy no man s jxappiaess, 
glad of other men's, good, content with my harm, and the 
greatest of rny pride i§. to se^^ my ewes graze and my 
lambs suck. 

Touch. That is another simple sin in you, to bring 
the ewes and the rams together and to offer tQ_geJjour "^^ 
hvrng by the (copulation of cattle | to be bawd to a bell- 
wether, and'to hetfay a she-lanib of a twelvemonth to a 
crooked-pated, old, cuckoldly ram, out of all reasonable 
match. If thou beest not damned for this, the devil 
himself wiU havelno sHepEefds; I cannot see else how 
thou shouldst 'scape. 

CoE. Here comes young Master Ganymede, my new 
mistress's brother. 



64 God make incision . . . ranij A reference to blood-letting, which 
was the accepted method of treating diseases alike of mind or 
body. " Raw " seems used in a double sense of " ignorant " and 
" suffering from a flesh wound," which requires medical treatment. 
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Enter Rosaund, with a paper, reading 

Ros. From the east to western Ind, 

No jewel is like Rosalind. 

Her worth, being mounted on the wind, ^ 

Through all the world bears Rosalind. y j 

All the pictures fairest lined 
Are but black to Rosalind. 
Let no face be kept in mind 
But the fair of Rosalind. 

Touch. I '11 rhyme you so eight years together, din- 
ners and suppers and sleeping-hours excepted: it is the 
right butter-women's rank to market. 

Ros. Out, fooll 

Touch. For a taste: ®** 

If a hart do lack a hind, 
Let him seek out Rosalind. 
If the cat wiU after kind, 
So be sure will Rosalind. 
Winter garments must be lined. 
So must slender Rosalind. 



88 ranlc] This, the original reading, has been much questioned, and the 
numerous suggested substitutes for rank include rate, rack, canter, 
and others. It is clear that the sense required is that of a jog trot 
or ambling pace, such as characterises butter-women on their way 
to market, Such a meaning may possibly be deducible from the 
women's practice of riding or walking in file or rank. Cf. Pettie's 
translation of Guazzo's, Civil Conversation (1586) : " All the women 
in the towne runne thether of a ranke, as it were in procession." 
But much is to be said for the emendation rack, which was in com- 
mon use for a horse's jogging method of progression. 
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They that reap must sheaf and bind; 

Then to cart with RosaUnd. 

Sweetest nut hath sourest rind. 

Such a nut is Rosalind. ^^ 

He that sweetest rose will find. 

Must find love's prick and Rosalind. 

This is the very false gallop of verses: why do you infect 
yourself with them? 

Ros. Peace, you dull fooll I found them on a tree. 

Touch. Truly, the tree yields bad fruit. 

Ros. I 'U graff it with you, and then I shall graff it 
with a medlar: then it will be the earliest fruit i' the 
country; for you '11 be rotten ere you be half ripe, and 
that 's the right virtue of the medlar. ^^^ 

Touch. You have said; but whether wisely or no, let 
the forest judge. 

Enter Ceua, mth a WTitimg 

Ros. Peace! 
Here comes my sister, reading: stand aside. 

Cel. [reads] Why should this a desert be ? 
For it is unpeopled ? No; 
Tongues I'll hang on every tree. 
That shall civil sayings show: 

103 fahe gallop] Cf. Nashe's Foure Letters, " I would trot a false gallop 
through the rest of his ragged verses." The term technically means 
the jerky amble in which the horse puts the left foot before the 
right. Shakespeare, in 1 Hen. IV, III, i, 134-135, likens "minc- 
ing poetry " to the " forced gait of a shuffling nag." 

108 earliest fruit] The medlar is now one of the latest fruits to ripen. 
The circumstance that it rots ere it ripens argues a premature 
precocity, which may justify Rosalind's quibbling argument. 
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Some, how brid[Jljfi.Jife-otjQiaa- 

Runs his erring pilgrimage, ^^^ 

That the stretching of a span 

Buckles in his sum of age; 
Some, of violated vows 

'Twixt the souls of friend and friend: 
But upon the fairest boughs. 

Or at every sentence end. 
Will I Rosalinda write, 

Teaching all that read to know 
The quintessence of every sprite 

Heaven would in little show. i^o 

Therefore Heaven Nature charged 

That one body should be fill'd 
With all graces wide-enlarged : 

Nature presently distill 'd 
Helen's cheek, but not her heart, 

Cleopatra's majesty, 
Atalanta's better part. 

Sad Lucretia's modesty. 
Thus Rosalind of many parts 



130 in little] The train of thought has here astrological significance, 
and " in little " probably refers to the " microcosm, the little 
world of man," which is a miniature reflection of the stars. " A pic- 
ture in little," as in Hamlet, II, ii, 362, was a common sjmonym 
for a miniature painting. But there is no such reference here. 

137 Atalanta's better part] Ovid declares himself unable to decide 
whether Atalanta more excelled in swiftness of foot or in beauty 
of face (Met., X, 562-563). In line 260, infra, reference is made 
to " Atalanta's heels," the first of her two distinctive characteristics. 
At this place Shakespeare probably had in mind the charm of 
feature which Ovid puts to her credit. 
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By heavenly synod was devised; ^^ 

Of many faces, eyes and hearts. 

To have the touches dearest prized. 
Heaven would that she these gifts should have. 
And I to live and die her slave. 

Ros. O most gentle pulpiter ! what tedious homily of 
love have you wearied, your parishioners withal, and 
never cried " Have patience, good people "! 

Cel. How now! back, friends! Shepherd, go off a 
little. Go with him, sirrah. ^*^ 

Touch. Come, shepherd, let us make an honourable 
retreat; though not with bag and baggage, yet with 
scrip and scrippage. ^Exeunt Corin and Touchstone. 

Cel. Didst thou hear these verses? 

Ros. O, yes, I heard them all, and more too ; for some 
of them had in them more feet than the verses would bear. 

Cel. That 's no matter : TKeTeet might bear the verses. 

Ros. Ay, but the feet were Tame and could not bear 
themselves withoutlTie verse and therefore stood lamely 
in the verse. ^^^ 

Cel. But didst thou hear without wondering how thy 
name should be hanged and^carved upon these_ trees? 

Ros. I was seven of the nine days out of the wonder 
before you came; for look here what I found on a palm- 



145 pulpiter] i. e., preacher. This is Spedding's ingenious substitute 
for Jupiter of the Folios. But Rosalind has already made one ap- 
peal to Jupiter (II, iv, 1), and has twice called on Jove (11, iv, 56), 
while she makes a passing reference to the god at III, ii, 221, infra. 
Irrelevant use of these expletives of adjuration seems in keep- 
ing with her character, and the old reading may possibly be right. 
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tree. I was never so be-rhymed since Pythagoras' time, 
that I was an Irish rat, which I can hardly remember. 

Cel. Trowyou who hath done this? 

Ros. Is it a man? 

Cel. And a chain, that you once wore, about his neck. 
Change you colour? 

Ros. I prithee, who? ^^^ 

Cel. O Lord, Lord! it is a hard matter for friends to 
meet ; but mountains may be removed with earthquakes 
and so encounter. 

Ros. Nay, but who is it? 

Cel, Is it possible? 

Ros. Nay, I prithee now with most petitionary vehe- 
mence, tell me who it is. 

Cel. O wonderful, wonderful, and most wonderful 
wonderful! and yet again wonderful, and after that, out 
of all hooping! iso 

Ros. Good my complexion! dost thou think, though 



164-165 he-rhymed , . . Irish rat] Cf. Jonson's Poetaster, Dialogue 
to the Reader, 150-151 : " Rime 'hem to death, as they doe Irish 
rats In drumming tunes." The superstitious belief that rats can 
be rhymed to death seems to be cherished by the peasantry of 
France as well as of Ireland. 

179-180 out of all hooping.'] beyond all the limits of wonder which 
shouting can adequately express. 

181 Good my complexion .'] This exclamation seems a nervous and in- 
voluntary appeal to Rosalind's feminine tell-tale complexion. The 
inversion of the epithet " good," which is very common in Eliza- 
bethan English, somewhat obscures the meaning, which amounts 
in effect to nothing more than an ebullition of anxiety lest her 
girl's face shall betray her. 
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I am caparisoned like a man, I have a doublet and hose 
in my disposition ? One inch of delay more is a South-sea 
of discovery; I prithee, tell me who is it quickly, and 
speak apace. I would thou couldst stammer, that thou 
mightst pour this concealed man out of thy mouth, as 
wine comes out of a narrow-mouthed bottle, either too 
much at once, or none at all. I prithee, take the cork out 
of thy mouth that I may drink thy tidings. 

Cel. So youjMy;jutjimaa in your belly. ^^^ 

Ros. IsTieof God's making? What manner of man? 
Is his head worth a hat? or his chin worth a beard? 

Cel. Nay, he hath but a little beard. 

Ros. Why, God will send more, if the man will be 
thankful: let me stay the growth of his beard, if thou 
delay me not the knowledge of his chin. 

Cel. It is young Orlando, that tripped up the 
wrestler's heels and your heart both in an instant. 

Ros. Nay, but the devil take mocking: speak sad 
brow and true maid. ^°° 

Cel. I' faith, coz, 't is he. 



183-184 One inch of delay more is a South-sea of disccniery] The slightest 
delay in satisfying my curiosity will expose me to the uncertain- 
ties and perplexities of an exploring voyage in some great unknown 
ocean like the unexplored South-sea or Pacific Ocean, 

191 of God's making?] The imphed alternative is " a man of his tailor's 
making." Cf. Lear, II, ii, 50 : " nature disclaims in thee : a 
tailor made thee." 

199-200 speak . . . maid] speak in all seriousness and truth. Cf. for 
the construction 258j infra, " I answer you right painted cloth," and 
K. John, II, i, 462 : " He speaks plain cannon fire, and smoke and 
bounce." 
s [65] 
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Ros. Orlando? 

Cel. Orlando. 

Ros. Alas the day! what shall I do with my doublet ,,, ' ,J \ 

and hose? What did he when thou sawest him? What ,sA ' J^'' ,:-^' . k 
said he? How looked he? Wherein went he? What rf^'' ji'^lt'^ 
makes he here? Did he ask for me? Where remains he? 
How parted he with thee? and when shalt thou see him 
again? Answer me^in_oijg,j5aird. ^^^ 

Cel. You must borrow me Gargantua's mouth first: 
't is a word too great for any mouth of this age's size. 
To say ay and no to these particulars is more than to 
answer in a catechism. 

Ros. But doth he know that I am in this forest and in 
man's apparel? Looks he as freshly as he did the day he 
wrestled? 

Cel. It is as easy to count atomies as to resolve the 
propositions of a lover; but take a taste of my finding 
him, and relish it with good observance. I found him 
under a tree, like a dropped acorn. ^^^ 

Ros. It may well be called Jove's tree, when it drops 
forth such fruit. 



206 Wherein went he ?] How did he go dressed ? 

210 Gargantua's month'] Gargantua, Rabelais' giant, swallows five pilgrims 

with their staves in a salad (Bk. I, ch. 38). Cf. Cotgrave's Fr.- 

Eng. Did., " Gargantua. Great throat, Rab." 
217 atomies^ The Third and Fourth Folios read atomes, which Rowe 

changed to atoms. "Atomies" is used again in III, v, 13, infra. 
221 Jove s tree] Latin poets call the oak " Jove's tree." Shakespeare 

here seems to have borrowed direct from Golding's Ovid, Met., I, 

106: "The acomes dropt on ground from Joves brode tree in 

feelde." 
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Cel. Give me audience, good madam. 

Ros. Proceed. 

Cel. There lay he, stretched along, like a wounded 
knight. 

Ros. Though it be pity to see such a sight, it well be- 
comes the ground. 

Cel. Cry " hoUa " to thy tongue, I prithee ; it curvets 
unseasonably. He was furnished like a hunter. ^^^ 

Ros. O, ominous ! he comes to kill my heart. 

Cel. I would sing my song without a burden: thou 
bringest me out of tune. 

Ros. Do you not know I am a woman? when I think, 
I must speak. Sweet, say on. 

Cel. You bring me out. Soft! comes he not here? 

Enter Orlando cmd Jaques 

Ros. 'T is he: slink by, and note him. 

Jaq. I thank you for your company; but, good faith, 
I had as lief have been myself alone. 

Orl. And so had I; but yet, for fashion sake, 2*° 

I thank you too for your society. 

Jaq. God buy you: let 's meet as httle as we can. 

Orl. I do desire we may be better strangers. 



229 « holla "] stop ! Cf. Venus and Adonis, 283-284 : " What recketh 
he the rider's angry stir. His flattering 'Holla,' or his 'Stand, 
I say • ? " 
231 heart] A common quibble between "heart" and "hart." 
242 God buy you] buy is the reading of the Folios. It is equiva- 
lent to " God b' wi' you," i. e., " God be with you." Jaques re- 
peats it, IV, i, 28, infra, and Touchstone in V, iv, 37. 
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Jaq. I pray you, mar no more trees with writing love- 
songs in their barks. 

Oel. I pray you, mar no moe of my verses with read- 
ing them Ul-favouredly. 

Jaq. Rosalind is your love's name? 

Orl. Yes, just. 

Jaq. I do not like her name. ^^^ 

Oel. There was no thought of pleasing you when she 
was christened. 

Jaq. What stature is she of? 

Orl. Just as high as my heart. 

Jaq. You are fuU of pretty answers. Have you not 
been acquainted with goldsmiths' wives, and conned 
them out of riugs? 

Orl. Not so; but I answer you right painted cloth, 
from whence you have studied your questions. ^^^ 

Jaq. You have a nimble wit : I think 't was made of 
Atalanta's heels. Will you sit down with me? and we 
two will rail against our mistress, i^ world, and all our 
misery. 

246 moe] This is the reading of the First Folio, which the later Folios 
change to the modem more. 

256-257 goldsmiths' . . . rings] Goldsmiths dealt largely at the time in 
rings on which were inscribed posies or mottoes. 

258 right painted doth] Painted cloth was the term applied to cheap 
tapestries, on which tales from scripture or from popular literature 
were represented together with moral maxims or mottoes. Labels 
bearing brief speeches were sometimes attached to the mouths of 
the figures. Such speeches Orlando charges Jaques with studying. 
Cf., for a similar construction, line 199, supra, "speak sad brow and 
true maid." 

261 Atalanta's heels'] Cf note on line 137, supra. 
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Oel. I will chide no breather in the world but myself, 
against whom I know most faults. 

Jaq. The jworst fault you-haye is to be in love. 

Oel. 'T is ^ fault I will not change for your best 
virtue. I am weary of you. 

Jaq. By my troth, I was seeking for a fool when I 
found you. 

Orl. He is drowned in the brook: look but in, and 
you shall see him. "----->.-,.- 271 

Jaq. There I shall see mine own figure. 

Oel. Which I take Jo be, either. a fool or a cipher. 

Jaq. I 'U tarry no longer with you: farewell, good 
Signior Love. 

Oel. I am glad of your departure: adieu, good Mon- 
sieur Melancholy. lExit Jaques. 

Ros. [Aside to Celia] I will speak to him hke a saucy 
lackey, and under that habit play the knave with him. 
Do you hear, forester? ^^^ 

Qm^. Very well: what would you? 
/ Ros. I pray you, what is 't..olQlpck? 
K^^QsliI. You should ask me what.Jj|]Qe„-0,'-day:^here's 
no clock in the forest. 

Ros. Then there is nqjrue lover in the forest; else 
sighing every minute and groaning every hour would 
detect the lazy foot of Time as well as a clock. / 

Oel. And wliy not the swift foot of Time? had not 
that been as proper? ^^^ 

Ros. By no means, sir: Time travels in divers paces 



;_,- -T-;>.t 



263 breather] Cf. Smnet Ixxxi, 12: "When all the breathers of this 
world are dead. 
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n-. — : 

\ with divers persons. I '11 teU you who Tiaae-aBihle* ,, 
■■ withal, who Time trots withal, who Time gaUops withal ; 
and who he stands still withal. 

Orl. I prithee, who doth he trot withal? 
Ros. Marry, he trots hard with a young maid between 
the contract of her inaKnSige and the day it isjsolemnized: 
if the interim be but a se'nnight. Time's pace is so hard 
that it seems the length of seven year. 

Orl. Who ambles Time withal? 299 

/'' Ros. With ajgriest that lacks Latin, and a rich man 
■ that hath not tKe gout ; for the one sleeps easily because 
\ he cannot study, and the other lives merrily because he 
K feels no pain; the one lacking the burden of lean and 
/ wasteful learning, the other knowing no burden of heavy 
tedious penury: these Tinie airJiles withal. 
Orl. Who doth he gallop withal? 
Ros. With a thieflcTtKe gaUows; for though he go 
as softly as foot can fall, he thinks himself too soon 
there. - - -- 

Orl. Who staysjt stiU withal? so9 

Ros. With lawyers in the vacation; for they sleep be- 
tween term and term and then they perceive not how 
Time moves. 

Orl. Where dwell you, pretty youth? 
Ros. With this shepherdess, my sister: here in the 
skirts of the forest, like fringe upon a petticoat. 
Orl. Are you native of this place? 
Ros. As the cony that you see dweU where she is 
kindled. 

Orl. Your accent is something finer than you could 
purchase in so removed a dwelling. ^i^ 
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Ros. I have been told so of many: but indeed an 
old religious uncle of mine taught me to speak, who 
was in his youth an inland man; one that knew 
courtship too well, for there he feU in love. I have 
heard him read many lectures against it, and, I . thank 
God I am not a woman, to be touched with so many 
giddy 'offences as he hatb„.g^eoeraEy taxed their whole 
sex withal. 

Oel. Can you remember any of the principal evils 
that he laid to the charge of women? 

Ros. There were noneprincipal; they were all hke 
one another as half -pence are, every one fault seeming 
monstrous till his fellow-fault came to match it. ^^^ 

OEii. I prithee, recount some of them. 

Ros. No, I will not cast away my physic but on those 
that are sick. There is a man haunts the forest, that 
abuses our young plants witli carving-Rosalind on their 
Fafks; hangs odes upon hawthorns and elegies on 
brambles; aU, forsooth, deifying the name of Rosalind: 
if I could meet that fancy-monger, I would give him 
some good counsel, for he seems to have the c[uotidian of 
love ujgon him. 

Orl. i am he that is so love-shaked: I gray you, tell 
me your remedy. ^*^ 

Res. There is none of my uncle's marks upon you: 



322 inland] refined. Cf. II, vii, 9^, supra, "inland bred," and note. 

338-339 fancy-monger - . . quotidian of love] C£ Lyly's Eupkues (p. 66) : 
" If euer she haue been taken with the feuer oifancie [i. e., love], 
she will help his ague, who by his quotidian Jit \i. e., daily recur- 
ring paroxysm of fever] is conuerted into phrensie." 
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he taught me how to know a man in love ; in which cage 
of rushes I am sure you are not prisoner. 

OuL, What were, his marks? 

Res. A lean cheek, which you have not; a blue eye 
and sunken, which you have not; an unquestionable spirit, 
which you have not ; a beard neglected, which you have 
not ; but I pardon you for that, for simply your having 
in beard is a younger brother's revenue : then your hose 
should be ungartered, your bonnet unhanded, your sleeve 
unbuttoned,~y6ur shoe untied and'eveiy thing about you 
demonstrating a-careksajdeaolation; but you are no such 
man ; you are rather point-device in your accoutrements, 
as loving^yoursfilf.thaflJS,e.emingJhe loyerpf any other. ^^^ 

Orl. Fair youth, I would I could make thee believe I 
love. 

Ros, Me believe it! you may as soon make her that 
you love believe it; which, I warrant, she is apter to do 
than to confess she does : that is one of the points in the 
which women still give the lie to their consciences. But, 
in goodjogth, are you^Q, Jhat hangs the verses on the 
trees, wherein Rosalind is so admired? ^^^ 



343 cage] often used for " prison." Rosalind mockingly suggests 
that Orlando's prison has rushes for bars, and is no serious 
impediment. 

34i6 blue eye] eye with a dark circle around it. Cf. Tempest, I, ii, 269 •' 
" hlue-eyed hag." 

347 unquestionable] averse to conversation. Cf. Hamlet, I, iv, 43, 
" Thou comest in such a questionable shape," where " questionable " 
means " inciting to conversation," " willing to be conversed with." 

351 bonnet unhanded] Hats without hatbands were at the time re- 
garded as signs of slovenliness in dress. 
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Orl. I swear to thee, youth, by the white hand of 
Rosahnd, I am that he, that_unfortunate he. 

Res. But are you so much in love as your rhymes speak ? 

Oel. Neither rhyme nor reason can express how much. 

Ros. Love is merely a madness ; and, I tell you, de- 
serves as well a dark house and a whip as madmen do: 
and the reason why they are not so punished and cured 
is, that the lunacy is so ordinary that the whippers are 
in laE&too. Yet I profess curing itis^-fiQiansel. ^^^ 

ObLi. Did you ever cure any so? 

Ros. Yes, one, and in this manner. He was to imag- 
ine me his love, his mistress ; and I set him every day to 
woo me : at which time would I, being but a moonish 
youth, grieve, be effeminate, changeable, longing and 
hking ; proud, fantastical, apish, shallow, inconstant, f uU 
of tears, full of smiles ; for every passion something and 
for no passion truly any thing, a^^g^ and women are 
for the most part caitle of this ^colour: would now like 
~hka, now loathe him; then .entertain him, then forswear 
hiin; now weep for him, the^jspit at him; that I„drave 
my suitor from his mad humoiir of love to a hving 
humour. of madness; which was, to forswear the full 
stream of the world and to live in a nook merely monas- 
tic. And„ttos,-X-e«red him; and thisjway^^will I take 
upon me to wash your liver as clean as a sound sheep's 
heart, that there shall not be onip spot of love in 't. 



369 a dark house and a whip as madmen do] This was the ordinary treat- 
ment of lunatics at the time. Cf Malvoho's experience in 
Ttv. Night, V, i. 

384 mad . . . living] unreasoning . . . real or actual. 
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^^KL. I would not be cured, youth. ^^^ 

Ros. I would cure you, if you would but caU me 
Rosalind and come every day to my cote and woo me. 
■' Orl. Now, by the faith of my love, I will: teU me 
where it is. 

Ros. Go with me to it and I 'U show it you: and by 
the way you shall tell me where in the forest you live. 
Will you go? 

Orl. With all my heart, good youth. 

Ros. Nay, you must caU me Rosalind. Come, sister, 
-will you go ? XExewnt. 399 

SCENE III— THE FOREST 

'Enter Touchstone and Audrey ; Jaques behind 

Touch. Come apace, good Audrey: I wiU fetch up 
your goats, Audrey. And how, Audrey? am I the man 
yet? doth my simple feature content you? 

AuD. Your features! Lord warrant us! what 
features? 

Touch, I am here with thee and thy goats, as the 
most capricious poet, honest Ovid, was among the Goths. 



3-4 feature . . . features ?] This word was used in the thr^ senses 
of (1) comeliness^ (2) the build of the body, and (3) any part of the 
face. Touchstone apparently employs it in the first sense, and 
Audrey in the last. It is possible that there is an implied pun 
in Audrey's " what features } " on the word " faitor," i. e., a villain, 
with which " feature " might easily be confused in pronunciation. 

6 capricious . . . Goths] " Capricious " is of course from the Latin 
"caper," a goat. "Goths" was so pronounced as to make the 
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Jaq. \_Aside'\ O knowledge ill-inhabited, worse than 
Jove in a thatched house I 

Touch. When a man's verses cannot be understood, 
nor a man's good wit seconded with the forward child, ^" 
understanding, it strikes a man more dead than a great 
reckoning in a little room. Truly, I would the gods had 
made thee poetical. 

Airb. I do not know \diat 'Vpoe^^^ " is : is it honest 
in deed and word? is it a true thing? 

Touch. Ko, truly; for the truest poetry is the most 
feigning; and lovers are. given to poetry, and what they 
swear in poetry may be said as lovers they do feign. 

AuD. Do you wish then that the gods had made me 
poetical? 2" 

Touch. I do, truly; for thou swearest to me thou art 
honest: now, if thou wert a poet, I might have some 
hope thou didst feign. 

AuD. Woxild you not have me honest? 

Touch. No, truly, imless thou wert hard-favoured; 
for honesty coupled to beauty is to have honey a sauce to 
sugar. 

Jaq. [Aside'l A material fooll 

pun on " goats " quite clear. As a matter of history, Ovid was 
banished to the land of the Getae. 

7-8 Jove . . . house] The reference is to the thatched cottage of the 
peasants Philemon and Baucis, who entertained Jove unawares, 
according to Ovid, Metam., VIII, 630, seq. There is another allu- 
sion to the story in Muck Ado, II, i, 82-83 : (D. Pedro.) " My visor 
is Philemon's roof; within* the house is Jove. (Hero.) Why then, 
your visor should be thatched." 

11-12 great reckoning . . . room] a heavy bill for a narrow accommo- 
dation. 
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AuD. Well, I am not fair; and therefore I pray the 
gods make me honest. ^'^ 

Touch. Truly, and to cast away honesty upon a foul 
slut were to put good meat into an unclean dish. 

AuD. I am not a slut,, though I thank the gods I am 
foul. 

Touch. Well, praised be the gods for thy foulness! 
sluttishness may come hereafter. But be it as it may be, 
I wiU marry ihee, and to that end I have been with Sir 
Oliver Martext the vicar of the next village, who hath 
promised to meet me in this place of the forest and to 
couple us. 

Jaq. [Aside'\ I would fain see this meeting. ^ 

AuD. Well, the gods give us joy! 

Touch. Amen. A man may, if he were of a fearful 
heart, stagger in this attempt; for here we have no 
temple but the wood, no assembly but horn-beasts. But 
what though? Courage! As horns are odious, they are 
necessary. It is said, " many a man knows no end of his 
goods : " right ; many a man has good horns, and knows 
no end of them. Well, that is the dowry of his wife ; 't is 
none of his own getting. Horns? — even so: — poor 
men alone? No, no; the noblest deer hath them as huge ^® 
as the rascal. Is the single man therefore blessed? No: 
as a waUed town is more worthier than a village, so is 
the forehead of a married man more honourable than the 

34 foul] the word meant " plain " or " homely," more frequently than 
" base " or " dirty." It was the ordinary antithesis of " fair." 

49 Horns ? . . . alone ?] The Folios read : homes, euen so poore men 
alone. Theobald introduced the punctuation adopted in the 
text, which makes the passage intelligible. 
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bare brow of a bachelor; and by how much defence is 
betteF^EiiirncrsEnriBy so much is a horn more precious 
than to want. Here comes Sir Oliver. 

Enter Sir Ouveb Marthxt 

Sir Oliver Martext, you are weU met : wiU you dispatch 
us here under this tree, or shall we go with you to your 
chapel? 

Sib. Oli. Is there none here to give the woman? 

Touch. I wiU not_^take her on gift of any man. ^'^ 

Sir Oli. Truly, she must be given, or the marriage 
is not lawful. 

Jaq. Proceed, proceed: I 'U give her. 

Touch. Good even, good Master What-ye-call't: 
how do you, sir? You- are very weU met: God 'ild you 
for your last company : I am very glad to see you : even 
a toy in hand here, sir: nay, pray be covered. 

Jaq. WiU you be married, motley? 

Touch. As the ox hath his bow, sir, the hors6 his curb 
and the falcon her bells, so man hath his desires ; and as ^^ 
pigeons biU, so wedlock.. w^ould.be nibbling. 

Jaq. And willyou, being a man of your breeding, be 
married under a bush like a beggar? Get you to church. 



54 defence] art of fencing. Cf. Hamlet, IV, vii, 97 ; "art and exercise in 

your defence." 
65 God 'ild] God yield or reward you. The phrase is repeated by 

Touchstone, V, iv, 53, infra. Cf. Ant. and Chop., IV, ii, 33 : 

" And the gods yield you for 't." 
69 hom] literally the bow-shaped piece of wood, which fitted into the 

yoke beneath the neck of oxen, but here apparently used for the 

yoke itself. 
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and, have a good priest that can tell you what marriage 
is: this fellow will but join you together as they join 
wainscot; then one of you will prove a shrunk panel, 
and like green timber warp, warp. 

Touch. [Aside] I am not in the mind but I were 
better to be married of him than of another: for he is 
not hke to marry me well; and not being well married, ^^ 
it will be a good excuse for me hereafter ta leave my 
wife. 

Jaq. Go thou with me, and let me counsel thee. 

Touch. Come, sweet Audrey: 
We must be married, or we must live in bawdry. 
Farewell, good Master Oliver: not, — 

O sweet Oliver, 
O brave Oliver, 
Leave me not behind thee: 

but, — 

Wind away, 90 

Begone, I say, 
I will not to wedding with thee. 

{^Exeimt Jaques, Touchstone, and Audrey. 

Sir Oli. 'T is no matter: ne'er a fantastical knave of 

them all shall flout me out of my calling. [Eidt. 



86 sweet Oliver] This was the opening line of a very popular bal- 
lad. Only the two lines (" O swete Olyuer Leane me not behind 
the[e]") survive elsewhere — in the hcense for the pubUcation of 
the ballad granted by the Stationers' Company to Richard Jones, 
6 August, 1584. 

90 Wind away] Wend away, depart. 
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SCENE IV— THE FOREST 

Enter Rosalind and Celia 

Ros. Never talk to me ; I will weep. 

Cel. Do, I prithee; but yet have the grace to con- 
sider that tears do not become a man. 

Ros. But have I not cause to weep? 

Cel. As good cause as one would desire; therefore 
weep. 

Ros. His very hair is of the dissembling colour. 

Cel. Something browner than Judas's: marry, his 
kisses are Judas's own children. 

Ros. I' faith, his hair is of a good colour. 

Cel. An excellent colour: your chestnut was ever the ^^ 
only colour. 

Ros. And his kissing is as full of sanctity as the touch 
of holy bread. 

Cel. He hath bought a pair of cast lips of Diana: a 
nun of winter's sisterhood kisses not more rehgiously; 
the very ice of chastity is in them. 

Ros. But why did he swear he would come this morn- 
ing, and comes not? 



7 browner than Judas's] Judas was invariably credited with red hair 
and beard. 
14 cast] This is the reading of the First Folio, but the other Folios 
read chast, i. e., chaste. " Cast " was frequently applied to apparel 
in the sense of " cast off," " left off." This epithet is more in 
keeping with CeUa's banter than the conventional " chaste," which 
the mention of Diana naturally suggests. 
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Cel. Nay, certainly, therejs^no truth in him. 

Ros. Do you think so? ~~ ^^ 

Cel. Yes ; I think he is not a pick-purse nor a horse- 
stealer; but for his verity in love, I do think him as 
concave as a covered goblet or a worm-eaten nut. 

Ros. Not true in. love? 

Cel. Yes, when he is in; but I think he is not in. 

Ros. You" have heard hiin swear downright he was. 

Cel. "Was " is not " is ": besides, the oath of a lover 
is no stronger than the word of a tapster; they are both 
the confirmer of false reckonings. He attends here in 
the forest on the Duke your father. ^° 

Ros. I met the Duke yesterday and had much ques- 
tion with him: he asked me of what parentage I was; I 
told him, of as good as he; so he laughed and let me go. 
But what talk we of fathers, when there is such a man as 
Orlando? 

Cel. O, that 's a Jbiiave jnan ! he writes brave verses, 
speaks brave words, swears brave oaths and breaks them 
bravely, quite traverse, athwart the heart of his lover ; as 
a puisny tilter, that spurs his horse but on one side, 
breaks his staff hke a noble goose : but all 's brave that ^ 
youth mounts and foUy guides. Who comes here? 



23 concave . . . gobletj a goblet when empty was kept covered. 

39 puisny] This is the old reading. Capell and later editors substitute 

the more modem form puny. It is used here not in the mod- 
em sense of " diminutive," but in that of " having the skill of 
a novice," ''unskilled." The word comes through the French 
from the Latin " postnatus," " younger-born." 

40 breaks his staff] To break a staff in a tournament across ("quite 

traverse, athwart," 1. 38) the body of an adversary, and not at push 
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Enter Coein 

Cor. Mistress and master, you have oft inquired 
After the shepherd that complain'd of love. 
Who you saw sitting by me on the turf. 
Praising the proud disdainful shepherdess 
That was his mistress. 

Cel. Well, and what of him? 

Cor. If you will see a pageant truly play'd. 
Between the pale complexion of true love 
And the red glow of scorn and proud disdain. 
Go hence a httle and I shall conduct you, ^^ 

If you will mark it. 

Ros. O come, let us remove : 

The sight of lovers f eedeth those in love. 
Bring us to this sight, and you shall say 
I '11 prove a busy actor in their play. lExezmt. 



SCENE V— ANOTHER PART OF THE FOREST 

Enter Silvitts emd Phebe 

SiL. Sweet Phebe, do not scorn me; do not, Phebe; 
Say that Jon love me not, but say not so 
Iii^jtterness. The common executioner. 
Whose hearts the accustom'd sight of death makes 
hard. 



of point, was an accepted sign of clumsy incompetence. Cf. All 's 
Well, II, i, 66, " Good faith, across," and Muck Ado, V, i, 1 36- 
137 : "this last [staff] was broke cross." 
6 [81] 
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Falls not the axe upon the humbled neck 
But first begs pardon : will you sterner be 
Than he that dies and Uves by bloody drops? 

Enter Rosalind, Celia, and Cobin, behind 

Phe, I would not be thy executioner: 
I fly thee, for I would not injure thee. 
Thou tell'st irie there is murder in mine eye: 
'T is pretty, sure, and very probable. 
That eyes, that are the frail'st and softest things, 
Who shut their coward gates on atomies. 
Should be call'd tyrants, butchers, murderers ! 
Now I do frown on thee with all my heart ; 
And if mine eyes can wound, now let them kill thee: 
Now counterfeit to swoon; why now fall down; 
Or if thou canst not, O, for shame, for shame. 
Lie not, to say mine eyes are murderers! 
Now show the wound mine eye hath made in thee : ^^ 

Scratch thee but with a pin, and there remains 
Some scar of it; lean but upon a rush. 
The cicatrice and capable impressure 
Thy pahn some moment keeps ; but now mine eyes. 
Which I have darted at thee, hurt thee not. 



7 dies and lives] This is a common inversion of the more ordinary 
phrase " lives and dies," i. e., subsists from the cradle to the 
grave. Cf Barclay's Ship of Fooles, 1570, f 67 : " He is a foole, 
and so shaU he dye and live." 

13 atomies'] Cf. Ill, ii, 217, supra, and note. 

23 The cicatrice . . . impressure] The scar, or mark, and perceptible or 
sensible impression. 
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Nor, I am sure, there is no force in eyes 
That can do hurt. 

SiL." '" O dear Phebe, 

If ever, — as that ever may be near, — 
You meet in some fresh cheek the power of fancy, 
Then shall you know the wounds invisible "^ ^° 

That love's keen arrows make. \ 



u»(«-^ 



Phe. -^ „„ But tiU that time 

Come not thou near me : and when that time comes. 
Afflict me with thy mocks, pity me not; 
As till that time I shall not pity thee. 

Ros. And why, I pray you? Who might be your 
mother. 
That you insult, exult, and aU at once. 
Over the wretched? What though you have no 

beauty, — 
As, by my f aith,.^^ejiqjnoreJn jou 
Than without candle may go dark to bed, — 
Must you be therefore proud and pitiless? *" 

Why, what means this? "WEydo yo{n^'k''6n me? 
I see no more in you than in the ordinary 
Of naJiixe'^ksale^wcat.- "^dTmylittle life, 
I think she means to tangle my eyes too ! 
No, faith, proud mistress, hope not after it : 
'T is not your inky brows, your black silk hair. 
Your bu^le eyeballs, nor your cheek of cream. 
That can entame my spirits to your worship. 



43 sale-tvork"] ready-made goods. 

47 bugle] black, from the tube-shaped glass bead, commonly of that 
colour, used to ornament wearing apparel. 
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You foolish shepherd, wherefore do you follow her. 
Like foggy south, puffing with wind and rain? ^^ 

You are a thousand times a properer man 
Than she a woman: 't is such fools as you 
That makes the world fuU of ill-favour'd children : 
'T is not her glass, but you, that flatters her; 
And out of you she sees herself more proper 
Than any of her lineaments can show her. 
/ But, mistress, know yoxu-self: down on your knees, 
\ And thank heaven, fasting, for a good man's love : 
\ For I must tell you friendly in yoiif ear, ' 
( Sell when you can: you are not for all markets : ^^ 

} Cry the man mercy; love him; take his offer: 
, Foul is most foul, being foul to bF a scbffer. 
So take her to thee, shepherd: fare you well. 
Phe. Sweet youth, I pray you, chide a year to- 
gether : 
I had rather hear you chide than this man woo. 

Ros. He 's fallen in love with your foulness and she '11 
faU in love with my anger. If it be so, as fast as she 
answers thee with frowning looks, I 'U sauce her with 
bitter words. Why look you so upon me? 

Phe. For no ill will I bear you. '•* 

Ros. I pray you, do not fall in love with me. 
For I am falser than vows made in wine : 



50 foggi/ south . . . rain] The foggy southern quarter of the sky, which 
generates wind and rain. Cf. Rom. and Jul., I, iv, 103 : "the 
demdropping south." 

62 Foul . . . scoffer] An ugly woman exaggerates her ugliness when 
she grows scornful. 
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Besides, I like you not. If you will know my house, 
'T is at the tuft of olives here hard by. 
WiU you go, sister? Shepherd, ply her hard. 
Come, sister. Shepherdess, look on him better, 
And be not proud: though all the world could see, 
None could be so abused in sight as he. 
Come, to our flockr [^Exeunt Rosalind, Celia, and Corin. 

Phe. Dead shepherd, now I find thy saw of might, ^^ 

" Whoever kje4tljgiJa5?iiB^^ " 

SiL. Sweet Phebe, — 

Phe. Ha, what say'st thou, Silvius? 

SiL. Sweet Phebe, pity me. 

Phe. Why, I am sorry for thee, gentle SUvius. 

SiL. Wherever sorrow is, relief would be : 
If you do sorrow at my grief in love. 
By giving love your sorrow and my grief 
Were bgth extermined. 

Phe. Thou hast my love: is not that neighbourly? 

SiL. I would have you. 

Phe. Why, that were covetousness. ^^ 

Silvius, the time was that I hated thee. 
And yet it is not that I bear thee love; 
But since that thou caiist^_SfejifJoye soj^ll. 
Thy company, which erstjppas irksome to me, 
I wiU endure, and I 'U employtKee too : 



80-81 Dead shepherd . . . sight] The "dead shepherd" is Christopher 
Marlowe, who died in 1593. The line, "Who ever loved," etc., 
is from Marlowe's popular translation of the pseudo-Musaeus' 
Greek poem, Hero and Leander (Sest. 1,1. 176), first printed in 
1598. 
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But do not look for further recompense ^^ 

Than thine own gladness that thou art employ'd. k^ 1/ 

SiL. So holyjndL§Q.p f r fec y sL m yJ o ye , Vl '^-^"^ 

And I in such a poverty of grace. 

That I shaU think it a most plenteous crop ^"^ 

To glean the broken ears after the man 
That the main harvest reaps : loose now and then 
A scatter'd smile, and that I '11 hve upon. 

Phe. Know'st thou the youth that spoke to me ere- 
while? 

SiL. Not very weU, but I have met him oft ; 
And he hath bought the cottage and the bounds 
That the old carlot once was master of. 

Phe. Think not I love him, though I ask for him; 
'T is but a peevish itoyr yet he talks well; 
But what care I for words? yet words do well ^^° 

When he that speaks them pleases those that hear. 
It is a pretty youth: not very pretty: 
But, sure, he 's proud, and yet his pride becomes him : 
He 'U make a proper man: the, be?t thing in him 
Is his complexion; and faster than his tongue 
Did make offence his eye did heal it up. 
He is not very tall; yet for his years he 's taU: 
His leg is but so so; and yet 't is well: 
There was a pretty redness in his lip, 

A httle riper and more lusty red 120 

Than that mix'd in his cheek; 't was just the difference 



•I I 



107 carlot] Apparently a diminutive of "carl," churl, peasant. No 
other example of the word is found. 
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Betwixt the constant red and mingled damask. 

There be some women, SUvns, had they mark'd him 

In parcels as I did, would have gone near 

To fall in love with hiiifr but, for my part, 

I love him not nor hate him not; and yet 

I have more cause- to hate him than to love him: 

For what had heto do to chide at me? 

He said mine eyes were black and my hair black; 

And, now I am remember'd, scorn'd at me : ^^^ 

I marvel why I answer'd not again : 

But that 's all one; omittance is no quittance. 

I '11 write to him a very taunting letter, 

And thou shalt bear it: wilt thou, SUvius? 

SiL. Phebe, with aU my heart. 

Phe. I '11 write it straight; 

The matter 's in my head and in my heart: 
I win be bitter with him and passing short. 
Go with me, SUvius. [Eaieunt. 



122 mingled dmnask] Cf. Sonnet cxxx, 5 : " I have seen roses damask' d, 
red and white." 

132 ormttance is no quittance"] Milton, P. L., X, 53, varies this expres- 
sion thus : " Forbearance is no quittance." Quittance means 
discharge. 
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ACT FOURTH— SCENE/ I 

THE FOREST 

Enter Rosalind, Celia, and jAauES 



Jaques 



PRITHEE, PRETTY 

youth, let me be better ac- 
quainted with thee. 

Ros. They say you are a mel- 
ancholy fellow. 

Jaq. I am so; I do love it 
better than laughing. 

Ros. Those that are in extrem- 
ity of either are abominable fel- 
lows, and betray themselves to 
every modern censure worse than 
drunkards. 

Jaq. Why,"Tis good to be sad - 
and say nothing. 
Ros. Why then, 't iS-^od to be a post. 
Jaq. I have neither the scholar's nxelajicholy, which is ^° 
emulation; nor the musician's, which is fantastical; nor 




6 modem censure] common, ordinary judgment. 
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the courtier's, which is proud; npxjthe- soldier's, which is 
ainbitwiis; nor the lawyer's, which is politic; nor the 
lady's, which is nice; nor the lover's, which is all these: 
but it is a; melancholy of mine own,~ compounded of 
ma.ny simples, extracted from many objects; and indeed 
the sundry contemplation of my travels, in which my 
often rumination wraps me in a most humorous sadness. 

Ros. A traveller ! By my faith, you have great reason 
to be sad: I fear you have sold your own lands to see ^^ 
other -men's; then, to have seen much, and to have 
nothing, is to have rich eyes and poor hands. 

Jaq. Yes, I have gained my experience. 

Ros. And your experience makes you sad: I had 
rather have a fool to make me merry than experience to 
make me sad; and to travel for it too! 

Enter Oeiando 

Orl. Good day and happiness, dear Rosalind! 

Jaq. Nay, then, God buy you, an you talk in blank 
verse. [Eaiit. 

Ros. Farewell, Monsieur Traveller: look you lisp ^^ 
and wear strange suits; disable all the benefits of your 
own country; be out qf Jpve with your nativity and 
almost chide Gpd for making you that countenance you 
are; or I will scarce think you have swam in a gondola. 
Why, how now, Orlando! where have you been all this 



22 rick eyes} Cf. All's Well, V, iii, 16-17 : "the survey Oi richest eyes." 
28 God buy you] Cf. Ill, ii, 242, supra, and note. 

34 swam in a gondola] been on a visit to Venice, the fashionable goal 
of contemporary travel. 
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while? You a lover! An you serve me such another 
trick, never come in my sight more. 

Orl. My fair Rosalind, I come within an hour of my 
promise. 

Ros. Break an hour's promise in love! He that will ^^ 
divide a minute into a thousand parts, and break but a 
/ part of the thousandth part of a minute in the affairs of 
5 love, it may be said of him that Cupid hath clapped him 
o' the shoulder, but I 'U warrant him heart-whole. 

Oel. Pardon me, dear Rosalind. 

Ros. Nay, an you be so tardy, come no more in my 
sight: I had as lief be wooed of a snail. 

Oel. Of a snail? 

Ros. Ay, o?"a~ snail; for though he comes slowly, he 
carries his house on his head; a better jointure, I think, ^'^ 
than you make a woman: besides, he brings his destiny 
with him. 

Oel. What 's that? 

Ros. Why, horns, which such as you are fain to be 
beholding to your wives for : but he comes armed in his 
fortune and prevents the slander of his wife. 

Oel. Virtue is.no horn-maker; and my Rosalind is 
virtuous. 

Ros. And I am your Rosalind. 

Cel. It pleases him to call you so; but he hath a 
Rosalind of a better leer than you. ^ 

Ros. Come, woo me, woo me ; for now I am in a holi- 
day humour and like enough to consent. What would 
you say to me now, an I were your very very Rosahnd? 

Oel. I would kiss before I spoke. 
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Ros. Nay, you were better speak first; and when youi 
were gravelled for lack of matter, you might take occa- 
sion to kiss. Very good orators, when they are out, they 
wilTspit; and for lovers lacking — God warn us! — 
matter, the cleanliest shift is to kiss. 

Oel. How if the Mss be denied? ^^ 

Ros. Then she puts you to entreaty and there begins 
new matter. 

Orl. Who could be out, being before his beloved 
mistress? 

Ros. Marry, that should you, if I were your mistress, 
or I should think my honesty ranker than my wit. 

Obx. What, of my suit? 

Ros. Not out of your apparel, and yet out of your 
suit. Am not I your Rosalind? 

Orl. I take some joy to say you ^.re, because I would 
be talking of her. ^^ 

Ros. Well, in her person,.Lsay: J will not have you. 

Orl. Then in mine own person I die. 

Ros. No, faith, die by attorney. The poor world is 
almost six thousand years old, and in all this time there 
was not any man. died in his o\vn person, videlicet, in a 
love-cause. Troilusliad his brains dashed out witETa 
GreciaiTclub ; yet he did what he could to die before, and 
he is one of the patterns of love. Leander, he would have 
lived many a fair year, though Hero had turned nun, 
if it had not been for a hot midsummer night; for, good ^^ 
youth, he went but forth to wash him in the Hellespont 



83 by attorney] by deputy. Cf. Rkh. Ill, V, iii, 83 : " I, by attorney, 
bless thee from thy mother." 
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and being taken with the cramp was drowned: and the 
foolish chroniclers of that age found it was " Hero of 
Sestos." But these are all lies: men_have died from ^ 
time to time and wBrBis4iaTe-eatea,Jthem, but not for love. ( 

Oei.. I would not have my right Rosaliiid" of this ^ 
mind; for, I protest, her frown might kill me. 

Ros. By this hand, iiw^LnoT'^Sl'dSy. But come, 
now I wiU be your Rosahnd in a more coming-on dispo- 
sition, and ask me what ypu will, I wiU grant it. ^^^ 

Oel. Then love me, Rosalind. 

Ros. Yes, faith, will I, Fridays and Saturdays and all. 

Obx,. And wilt thou have me? 

Ros. Ay, and twenty such. 

Oel. What sayest thou? 

Ros. Are you not good? 

Obx,. I hope so. 

Ros. Why then, can one desire too much of a good 
thing? Come, sister, you shall be the priest and marry 
us. Give me your hand, Orlando. What do you say, 
sister? iio 

Orl. Pray thee, marry us. 

Cel. I cannot say the words. 

Ros. You must begin, " WiU you, Orlando — " 

Cel. Go to. Will you, Orlando, have to wife this 
Rosalind? 

Orl. I win. 

Ros. Ay, but when? 



93 chroniclers] This is the reading of the Folios. It was needlessly 
changed by Hanmer to coroners, which the use of the word "found," 
i. e. " gave the finding or verdict," only speciously supports. 
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Orl. Why now; as fast as she can marry us. 

Ros. Then you must say " I take thee, Rosalind, for 
wife." 120 

Orl. I take thee, Rosalind, for wife. 

Ros. I might ask you for your commission; but I do 
take thee, Orlando, for my husband: there's a girl 
goes before the priest ; and certainly a woman's thought 
runs before her actions. 

OiMi. So do all thoughts ; they are winged. 

Ros. Now tell me how long you would have her after 
you have possessed her. 

Orl. For ever and a day. ^29 

Ros. Say "^' a day," without the " ever." No, no, 
Orlando ;/men are April when they woo, Deceinber when 
they wed: maids are May when they are maids, but the 
sky changesjKheouthey *r)B-JHdves^ I wiU be more jealous 
of thee than a Barbary cock-pigeon over his hen, more 
clamorous than a parrot against rain, more new-fangled 
than an ape, more giddy in my desires than a monkey : I 
will weep for nothing, like Diana in the fountain, and I 

123 there's a girl . . . priest] Rosalind admits that the bride is an- 
ticipating the part in the ceremony that belongs to Celia, who 
acts as priest. 

134 Barbary cock-pigeon] This bird, now known as a "barb," is of 
black colour, and was introduced from North Africa. Cf. 2 Hen. IV, 
II, iv, 94 : "Barbary hen." 

135 new-fangled] fond of what is new. Cf Cotgrave's Fr.-Eng. Diet. : 
" Fantastique, humorous, new-fangled, giddie, skittish." 

137 like . . . fountain] A possible allusion to an "alabaster image of 
Diana," which, according to Stow, was set up near the cross at 
West Cheap, London, with "water conveyed from the Thames 
prilling from her naked breast." 
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will do that when you are disposed to be merry; I will 
laugh like a hyen, and that when thou art inclined to sleep. 

Oel. But will my Rosalind do so? ^'^^ 

E.OS. By my life, she will do as I do. 

Oel. O, but she is wise. 

Ros. Or else she could not have the wit to do this r Ihe 
wiser, th.e waj^arder: make the doors upon a woman's 
wit and it wiU out at the casement; shut that and 't will 
out at the key-hole ; stop that, 't will fly with the smoke 
out at the chimney. 

Oel. a man that had a wife with such a wit, he might 
say " Wit, whither wilt? " 

Ros. Nay, you might keep that check for it till you 
met your wife's wit going to your neighbour's bed. ^^^ 

Orl. And what wit could wit have to excuse that? 

Ros. Marry, to say she came to seek you there. You 
shall never take her without her answer, unless you take 
her without her tongue. O, that woman that cannot 
make her fault her husband's occasion, let her never nurse 
her child herself, for she will breed it like a fool! 

Orl. For these two hours, Rosalind, I will leave thee. 

Ros. Alas, dear love, I cannot lack thee two hours ! 

Orl, I must attend the Duke at dinner : by two o'clock 
I will be with thee again. ^^^ 

Ros. Ay, go your ways, go your ways; I knew what 
you would prove: my friends told me as much, and I 

149 Wit, whither wilt ?] Cf. I, ii, 51, supra, and note. 

155-156 make . . . occasioTij represent her fault to be occasioned by 
her husband, or make her fault the opportunity of taking advan- 
tage of her husband. The reading, though often questioned, is 
probably right. 
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thought no less : that JUittering tongue. Qlypurs won me : 
't is but one cast away, and so, comej, death 1 Two o'clock 
is your hour? 

Orl. Ay, sweet Rosalind. ^^"^ 

Ros. By my troth, and in good earnest, and so God 
mend me, and by all pretty oaths that are not dangerous, 
if you break one jot of your promise or come one minute 
behind your hoiir, I wiU think you the most pathetical 
break-promise, and the most hollow lovei^and the most 
unworthy of her you call Rosalind, that may be chosen 
out of the gross band of the unfaithful: therefore. be- 
ware my censure and keep your promise. 

Orl. With no less religion than if thou wert indeed 
my Rosalind: so adieu. 

Ros. Well, Time is the old justice that examines all ) 
such offenders, and let Time try: adieu. [Exit Orlando. J 

Cel. You have simply misused our sex in your love- 
prate : we must have your doublet and hose plucked over 
your head, and show the world what.,thfi.»hifJ'i«ha±h„done 
to hej,awn nest. 

Ros. O coz, coz, coz, my pretty little coz, that thou 
didst know how many fathom deep I am in love ! But it 
cannot be sounded: my affection hath an unknown bot- 
tom, like the bay of Portugal. 



171 pathetical] The word, though often meaning "impassioned," or 
" persuasive," seems to acquire here a touch of scorn, and is 
almost equivalent to "pitiful." Cf. L. L. L., IV, i, 141 : "A most 
pathetical wit." 

187 bay of Portugal] Sailors bestowed this title on the sea off the 
Portuguese coast between Oporto and Cintra. The water there 
attained a depth of 1400 fathoms within 42 miles of the shore. 
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Cel. Or rather, bottomless; that as fast as you pour 
affection in, it runs out. ^^^ 

Ros. No, that same wicked bastard of Venus that was 
begot of thought, conceived of spleen, and born of mad- 
ness, that blind rascally boy that abuses every one's eyes 
because his own are out, let him be judge how deep I am 
in love. I 'U tell thee, Aliena, I cannot be out of the sight 
of Orlando : I 'U go find a shadow and sigh till he come. 

Cel. And I '11 sleep. lExeimt. 

SCENE II — THE FOREST 

Enter JAauES, Lords, and Foresters 

Jaq. Which is he that killed the deer? 

A Lord. Sir, it was I. 

Jaq. Let 's present him to the Duke, like a Roman 
conqueror; and it would do well to set the deer's horns 
upon his head, for a branch of victory. Have you no 
song, forester, for this purpose? 

Foe. Yes, sir. 

Jaq. Sing it : 't is no matter how it be in time, so it 
make noise enough. 

Song 

Foe. What shall he have that kill'd the deer? 1° 

His leather skin and horns to wear. 
Then sing him home: 

[The rest shall bear this burden. 

195 shadom] shade, or shady place. Cf. Tempest, IV, i, 66-67 : "Broom- 
groves, Whose shadom the dismissed bachelor loves." 
1 2 Then sing him home ;] In the Folios these words, together with 
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Take thou no scorn to wear the horn; 
It was a cresJLere_,ttiai!,.3?ast born r 

Thy father's father wore it, 

And thy father bore it: 
The horn, the horn, the lusty horn 
Is not a thing to laugh to scorn. [Exeunt. 



SCENE III — THE FOREST 

Enter Rosalind and Celia 

Ros. How say you now? Is it not past two o'clock? 
and here much Orlando 1 

Cel. I warrant you, with pure love and troubled 
brain, he hath ta'en his bow and arrows and is gone forth 
to sleep. Look, who comes here. 

Enter SiLvrcrs 

Siii. My errand is to you, fair youth; 
My gentle Phebe bid me give you this : 



those here printed as the appended stage direction, form a single 
line of the song. Theobald first made the change which is adopted 
here. A few editors read. They sing him home, and include these 
words along with those which follow in the stage direction. The 
song appears with music in John Hilton's Catch that catch can, 1 652. 
The particular words with which this note deals are all omitted. 
Hilton is doubtfully identified with a famous musician of the same 
name, who was Shakespeare's contemporary. 
2 and here much Orlando] An ironical use of " much," implying just 
the opposite of what the word means : " we find much of, a great 
deal of, Orlando here," i. e., " he is not here at all." Cf. the 
colloquialism, " I shall get much \yere — nothing] by that." 
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I know not the contents ; but, as I guess 

By the stern brow and waspish action 

Which she did use as she was writing of it, ^° 

It bears an angry tenour : pardon me ; 

I am but as a guiltless messenger. 

Ros. Patience herself would startle at this letter 
And play the swa,ggerer ; bear this, bear all: 
She says I am not fair, that I lack manners ; 
She calls me proud, and that she could not love me. 
Were man as rare as phoenix. 'Od's my willf 
Her love is not the hare that I do hunt: 
Why writes she so to me? Well, shepherd, well. 
This is a letter of your own device. 

SiL. No, I protest, I know not the contents : 
Phebe, did write it. 

Ros. Come, come, you are a fool. 

And turn'd into the extremity of love. 
I saw her hand : she has a leathern hand, 
A freestone-colour'd hand; I verily did think 
That her old gloves were on, but 't was her hands : 
She has a huswife's hand; but that 's no matter: 
I say she never did invent this letter; 
This is a man's invention and his hand. 

SiL. Sure, it is hers. 

Ros. Why, 't is a boisterous and a cruel style, 
A style for challengers ; why, she defies me, 

n as rare as phoeniv] The phoenix is commonly described in classical 
poetry as unique. Cf. Ovid's Amores, II, vi, 54, " vivax phcenix, 
unica semper avis." Cf. Tempest, III, iii, 23: "There is one tree, 
the phcenix' throne ; one phoenix." 

25 freestone-colourd\ brownish yellow, like bath brick. 
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Like Turk to Christian: women's gentle brain 
Could not drop forth such giant-rude invention, 
Such Ethiope words, blacker in their effect 
Than in their countenance. Will you hear the letter? 

SiL. So please you, for I never heard it yet; 
Yet heard too much of Phebe's cruelty. 

Ros. She Phebes me : mark how the tyrant writes. 

[Reads] Art thou god to shepherd tum'd, ^ 

That a maiden's heart hath bum'd ? 

Can a woman rail thus? 
Sii,. Call you this railing? 
Ros. [r^ffltfe] 

Why, thy godhead laid apart, 
Warr'st thou with a woman's heart? 

Did you ever hear such railing? 

Whiles the eye of man did woo me. 
That could do no vengeance to me. 

Meaning me a beast. 

If the scorn of your bright eyne 
Have power to raise such Jove in mine. 
Alack, in me. what strange effect 
Would they work in mild aspect! 

35 Ethiope] This is the only example of the adjectival use of this word, 
which is frequently found elsewhere as a noun, meaning "a 
swarthy person." 

53 aspect] This word, which is always accented on the last syllable in 
Shakespeare, is here an astrological term denoting the appearance 
of the planets. Cf. Wint. Tale, II, i, 106-107: "the heavens 
look With an aspect more favourable." 

[99] 



AS YOU LIKE IT act it 

Whiles you chid me, I did love; 

How then might your prayers move! 

He that brings this love to thee 

Little knows this love in me: 

And by him seal up thy mind; 

Whether that thy youth and kind 

Will the faithful offer take ^ 

Of me and all that I can make; 

Or else by him my love deny. 

And then I 'U study how to die. 

SiL. Call you this chiding? 

Cel. Alas, poor shepherd! 

Ros. Do you pity him? no, he deserves no pity. .Wilt 
thou love such a woman? What, to make thee an instru- 
ment and play false strains upon thee ! not to he endured ! 
Well, go your "vpay^io^r, for I see love hath made thee 
a tame snake, and say this to her: that if she love me, I "^^ 
charge her to love thee; if she will not, I will never have 
her unless thou entreat for her. If you be a true lover, 
hence, and riot a word; for here comes more company. 

[^Exit Silvius. 

Enter Ouvee 

Oli. Good morrow, fair ones : pray you, if you know, 
Where in the purlieus of this forest stands 
A sheep-cote fenced about with olive-trees? 

Cel. West of this place, down in the neighbour 
bottom: 
The rank of osiers by the murmuring stream 



58 seal up thy mind] seal up your decision, and send it back by him. 

59 youth and kind] youth and nature, the natural sentiment of youth. 
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Left on your right hand brings you to the place. 

But at this hour the house doth keep itself; ^^ 

There 's none within. 

Oli. If that an eye may profit by a tongue. 
Then should I know you by description ; 
Such garments and such years : " The boy is fair. 
Of f effiale f ayour, and bestows himself 
Like. a ripe sister: the woman low. 
And browner than her brother,",^ .Are.not you 
The owner of the house I did inquire for? 

Cel. It is no boast, being ask'd, to say we are. 

Oli. Orlando doth commend him to you both, ^° 

And to that youth he calls his Rosalind 
He sends this bloody napkin. Are you he? 

Res. I am: what must we understand by this? 

Oli. Some of my shame ; if you will know of me 
What man I am,„snd haw, and why, and where / 
This handkercher was stain'd. • 

Cel. I pray you, tell it. 



85 bestows himself] deports himself, behaves, as in 2 Hen. IV, II, ii, 

163-164 : " How might we see FalstafF bestow himself to-night in 
his true colours." 

86 Like a ripe sister] This, the original reading, leaves the line metri- 

cally imperfect. A syllable seems lacking after " sister." But 
such an irregularity is not uncommon. With a view to correcting 
the metre, and removing the ambiguity of " ripe sister," right 
forester " has been substituted. " Like a ripe sister " may be 
correct, and may mean that Rosalind treats Celia like a mature, 
elder kinswoman. 
92 napkin] This is the "handkercher" or "handkerchief" of line 
96, infra. 
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Oli. When last the young Orlando parted from you 
He left a promise to return again 
Within an hour, and pacing through the forest. 
Chewing the food of sweet and bitter fancy, •^"'^ 

Lo, what bef el ! he threw his eye aside. 
And mark what object did present itself: 
Under an oak, whose boughs were moss'd with age 
And high top bald with dry antiquity, 
A wretQhed ragged man, o'ergrown with hair. 
Lay sleeping on his back: about his neck 
A green and gilded snake had wreathed itself, 
Who with her head nimble in threats approach'd 
The opening of his mouth; but suddenly. 
Seeing Orlandoy-it-unlink'd itself, i^" 

And with indented glides did shp away 
Into a bush: under which bush's shade 
A lioness, with udders all drawn dry, 
Lay couching, head on ground, with catlike watch, 
When that the sleeping man should stir; for 't is 
The royal disposition of that beast 
To prey on nothing that doth seem as dead : 
This seen, Orlando didapproach the man 
And found it was his brother, his elder brother. 

Cel. O, I have heard him speak of that same brother; 
And he did render him the most unnatural ^^i 

That lived amongst men. 



103 oak] The Folios insert old before oak, but metrical considerations 
almost compel its omission, which Pope first proposed. 

Ill indented glides] sinuous glidings. Cf. "indented wave" of the 
movement of the serpent in Milton's P. L., IX, '^96. 
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Oli. And well he might so do, 

For well I know he was unnatural. 

Ros. But, to Orlando : did he leave him there, 
Food to the suck'd and hungry lioness? 

Oli. Twice did he turn his back and purposed so; 
But kindness, nobler ever than revenge, 
And nature, stronger than his just occasion. 
Made him give Battle to the lioness, 

Wilo"quicE^"^lI before him: in which hurtling ^^^ 

From miserable slumber I awaked. 

Cel. Are you his brother? 

Ros. Was 't you he rescued? 

Cel. Was 't you that did so oft contrive to kill him? 

Oli. 'T was I ; but 'Hs not I : I do not shame 
To tell you ^^arXwas,,iSi^ce^i3Q[y conversi^ 
So sweetly tastes, being the thing I am. 

Ros. But, for the bloody napkin? 

Oli. By and by. 

When from the first to last betwixt us two 
Tears our recountments had most kindly bathed. 
As how I came into that desert place ; ^^^ 

In brief, he led me to the gentle Duke, 
Who gave me fresh array and entertainment. 
Committing me unto my brother's love; 
Who led me instantly unto his cave, 
There stripp'd himself, and here upon his arm 
The lioness had torn some flesh away, 



128 jtist occasion] the just ground which would have warranted 

Orlando in abandoning his brother. 
140 As] As for instance. 
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Which all this while had bled; and now he fainted 

And cried, in fainting, upon Rosalind. 

Brief, I recover'd him, bound up his wound ; 

And, after some small space, being strong at heart, ^^^ 

He sent me hither, stranger as I am. 

To tell this story, that you might excuse 

His broken promise, and to give this napkin, 

Dyed in his blood, unto the shepherd youth 

That he in sport doth call his Rosalind. JiRosalind swoons. 

Cel. Why, how now, Ganymede! sweet Ganymede! 

Oli. Many will swoon when they do look on 
blood. 

Cel. There is more in it. Cousin Ganymede I 

Oli. Look, he recovers. 

Res. I would I were at home. 

Cel. We '11 lead you thither. 

I pray you, will you take him by the arm? ^^^ 

Oli. Be of good cheer, youth: you a man! you lack 
a man's heart. " ' 

Ros. I do so, I confess it. Ah, sirrah, a body would 
think this was well counterfeited! I pray you,,^ILyour 
brother how welL I counterfeited. Heigh-ho ! 

Oli. This was not counterfeit: there is too great 
testimony in your complexion that it was a passion of 
earnest. 

Ros. Counterfeit, I assure you. 

Oli. Well then, take a good heart and counterfeit to 
be a man. 171 

Ros. So I do: but, i' faith, L should have been a 
woman by right. 
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Cel. Come, you look paler and paler: pray you, draw 
homewards. Good sir, go with us. 

Oli. That will I, for I must bear answer back 
How you excuse my brother, Rosalind. 

Ros. I shall devise something : but, I pray you, com- 
mend my counterfeiting to him. Will you go? [Exetmt. 
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ACT FIFTH — SCENE I 
THE FOREST 

Enter Touchstone and Audrey 
Touchstone 

h^^^\^%^^^^ SHALL FIND A TIME, 

Audrey; patience, gentle 
Audrey. 

AuD. Faith, the priest was 
good enough, for all the old 
gentleman's saying. 

Touch. A most wicked Sir 
Oliver, Audrey, a most vile Mar- 
text. But, Audrey, there is a 
youth here in the forest lays 
claim to you. 

AuD. Ay, I know who 't is : he 
hath no interest in me in the 
world: here comes the man you mean. 

Touch. It is meat and drink to me to see a clown: ^^ 
by my troth, we that have good wits have much to 
answer for; we shall be flouting; we cannot hold. 

10 meat and drink"] a proverbial expression implying something very 
congenial. Cf. M. Wives, I, i, 268 : " That 's meat and drink to me." 

[106] 




SCENE I AS YOU LIKE IT 

Enter William 

Will. Good even, Audrey. 

AuD. God ye good even, William. 

Will. And good even to you, sir. 

Touch. Good even, gentle friend. Cover thy head, 
cover thy head; nay, prithee, be covered. How old are 
you, friend? 

Will. Five and twenty, sir. 

Touch. A ripe age. Is thy name William? 

Will. William, sir. 20 

Touch. A fair name. Wast born i' the forest here? 

Will. Ay, sir, I thank God; ' "-'" 

Touch. "Thank God;" a good answer. Art rich? 

Will. Faith^ sir, so so. '"" 

Touch. " So so " is good, very good, very excellent 
good; and yet it isjp,Dt; it is but so so. Art thou wise? 

Will. Ay, sir, I have a pretty wit. 

ToucHyJ^hy, thou sayest well. I do now remember 
a saying, ^^The fool doth think he is wise, but the wise 
man knows himself to be a f ooL"/ The heathen philoso- ^^ 
pher, when he had a desire to eat a grape, would open 
his hps when he put it into his mouth ; meaning thereby 
that grapes were made to eat and lips to open. You do 
love this maid? 

Will. I do, sir. 

Touch, Give me your hand. Art thou learned? 

Will. No. sir. --^„..,^.,^ -_ , 

Touch. Then learn, this of me: to have, is to have; 



12 hold] restrain (sc. our wit). 
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for it is a figure in rhetoric that drink, being poured out 
of a cup into a glass, by filling the one doth empty the 
other; for all your writers do consent that ipse is he: *^ 
now, you are not ipse, fpUam he. 

Will. Which he, sir? / 

Touch. He, sir, that must marry this woman. There- 
fore, you clown, abandon,— which is in the vulgar leave, 
— the society, — which in the boorish is company, — 
of this female, — which in the common is woman ; which 
together is, abandon the society of this female, or, clown, 
thou perishest; or, to thy better understanding, diest; 
or,To wit, Xldll thee, make thee away, translate thy hfe 
into death, thy liberty into bondage: I will deal in ^^ 
poison with thee, or in bastinado, or in steel ; I will bandy 
with thee in faction; I will o'er-run thee with policy; I 
will kill thee a hundred and fifty ways : therefore tremble, 
and depart. 

AuD. Do, good WiUiam. 

Will. God rest you merry, sir. lExit. 

Enter CoKiisr 

Cor. Ourmaster and mistress seeks you; come, away, 
away! 

Touch. Trip, Audrey! trip, Audrey! I attend, I 
attend. [Exeunt. 



51 bastinado] cudgelling. Cf. Floiio' s Ital.-Eng. Diet.: "A hastonado, 
or cudgell-blow." 

bandy] The word literally means "to toss from side to side like 
a tennis-ball"; but it is here synonymous with "contend" or 
« fight." 
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SCENE II — THE FOREST 

Enter Oklando and Olivee 

Oel. Is't possible that on so little acquaintance you 
should like her? tfiat hut seeing you should love her? 
and loving woo? and, wooing, she should grant? and 
wUl you persever to enjoy her ? 

Oli. Neither caU the giddiness of it in question, the 
poverty of her, the small acquaintance, my sudden woo- 
ing, nor her sudden consenting; but say with me, I love 
Ahena; say with her that she loves me; consent with 
both that we may enjoy each other: it shall be to your 
good; for my father's house and all the revenue that ^" 
was old Sir Rowrand^'wiirT estate upon you, and here 
Uve and die a shepherd. 

Oel. You have my consent. Let your wedding be 
to-morrow: thither -will I invite the Duke and all 's con- 
tented followers. Go you and prepare Aliena; for look 
you, here comes my RosaUnd. 

Enter Rosalind 

Ros. God save you, brother. 

Oli. And you, fair sister. [Exit. 

Ros. O, my dear Orlando, how it grieves me to see 
thee wear thy heart in a scarf! ^' -a 



17 fair sister] Rosalind is stUl disguised, and, as far as is known, 
Oliver believes her to be a boy. But he enters into Orlando's 
humour, and calls her " sister " in the spirit of Act IV, Sc. i. Cf. 
IV, iii, 86, where Oliver has already likened the boy Rosalind 
to " a ripe sister." 

19 in a scarf] in a sling. 
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Oel. It is my arm. ^^ 

Ros. I thought thy heart had been wounded with the 
claws of a Hon. 

Orl. Wounded it is, but with the eyes of a lady. 

Ros. Did your brother teU you how X counterfeited to 
swoon when he showed me your handkercher? 

Orl. Ay, and greater wonders than that. 

Ros. O, I know whereyou are: nay, 'tis true: there 
was never any thing so sudden but the fight of two rams, 
and Caesar's thrasonical brag of " I came, saw, and over- 
came : " for your brother and my sister no sooner met but ^^ 
they looked; no sooner lopked but they loved; no sooner 
loved but they sighed; no sooner sighed but they asked 
one another the reason ; no sooner knew the reason but 
they sought the remedy : and in these degrees have they 
made a pair of stairs to marriage which they wiU climb 
incontinent, or else be, incontinent before marriage: they 
are in the very wrath of love, and they will together; 
clubs cannot part them. 

Orl. They shall be married to-morrow, and I will bid 
the Duke to the nuptial. But, O^how bitter a thing it is ^^ 
to look into happiness through another man's eyes !/ By 
so much the more shall I to-morrow be at the height of 
heart-heaviness, by how much I shall think my brother 
happy in having what he wishes for. 

Ros. Why then, to-morrow I cannot serve your turn 
for Rosalind? 



40 nuptial] Shakespeare invariably uses the singular. The plural, 
"nuptials," is a more modern usage. Conversely he employs 
" funerals " where we use "funeral." 
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Orl. I can live no longer by thinking. 

Ros. I will weary you then no longer with idle talk- 
ing. Know of me then, for now I speak to some pur- 
pose, that I know you are a gentleman of good conceit: ^^ 
I speak not this that you should bear a good opinion of 
my knowledge, insomuch I say I know you are ; neither 
do I labour for a greater esteem than may in some little 
measure draw a beUef from you, to do yourself good and 
not to grace me. Believe then, if you please, that I can 
do strange things : I have, since I was three year old, 
conversed with a ma^^ian, most profound in his art and 
yet not damnable. \Tf yoa-do, love Rosalind so near the 
heart as your gesture cries it out, when your brother 
marries Aliena, shall you marry her: I know into what 
straits of fortune she is driven ; and it is not^impossible ^^ 
ta^ie,^if it appear not inconvenient to you, tq^ set her ) jT^,, 
before your eyes to-morrow huna9.n-as-sheisjand Sidthout ] 
any danger. 

Oel. Speakest thou in sober meanings? 

Ros. By my jlife,,^do ; which I tender dearly, though 
I sayJLjLm-^vJiia^ician. Therefore, put you in your best 
array; bid youF friends; for if you wiU be married to- 
morrow, you shall; and ta Rosalind, if you wiU. 

Enter Sn-vitrs and Phebe 

Look, here comes a lover of mine and a lover of hers. 

Phe. Youth, you have done me much ungentleness, "^^ 
To show the letter that I writ to you. 



65-66 By my life . . . magixAan\ By statute law, 5 Eliz., Cap. l6, prac- 
tisers of witchcraft were liable to punishment by death. 
[Ill] 



AS YOU LIKE IT act v 

Ros, I care not if I have: it is my study- 
To seem despiteful and ungentle to you : 
You are there followed by a faithful shepherd; 
'* Look upon him, love him; he worships you. 

Phe. Good shepherd, tell this youth what 't is to love. 
SiL. It is to be all made of sighs and tears ; 
And so am I for Phebe. 
Phe. And I for Ganymede. 

OitL. And I for Rosalind. 80 

^ Ros. And I for no woman. 

SiL. It is to be all made of faith and service; 
And so am I for Phebe. 
>j Phe. And I for Ganymede. 

^ Oel. And I for Rosalind. 

, , V Ros. And I for no woman. 

■ ;] i-. SiL. It is to be all made of fantasy, 

\-* .> /" All made of passion, and aU made of wishes; 
.; > ' All adoration, duty, and observance, 
■r-^ - All humbleness, aU patience, and impatience, ^" 

\,^ ^] purity, all trial, all observance; 

And so am I for Phebe. 

Phe. And so am I for Ganymede. 

Orl. And so am I for Rosalind. 

Ros. And so am I for no woman. 

Phe. If this be so, why blame you me to love you? 

89 observance] The repetition of this word at the end of the next line 
but one below suggests that one or other of the two " observances " 
is wrongly printed. The word seems somewhat more closely con- 
nected with ''adoration" and "duty " as here, than with "purity " 
and "trial" as in line 91. Malone suggested obedience in the 
second place. Others prefer Ritson's conjecture of obeisance. 
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SiL. If this be so, why blame you me to love you? 

Oel. If this be so, why blame you me to love you? 

Ros. Why do you speak too, " Why blame you me to 
love you? " loo 

Orl. To her that is not here, nor doth not hear. 

Ros. Pray you, no more of this ; 't is hke the howling 
of Irish wolves against the moon. [To SU-I I wiU help 
you, if I can: [_To Phe.] I would love you, if I could. 
To-morrow meet me all together. [To Phe.~\ I wUl marry 
you, if ever I marry woman, and I '11 be married to- 
morrow: [To Orl.J I win satisfy ypiii, if ever I satisfied 
man, and you shall be married to-niorrow: [To SU.'\ I 
wiU content you, if what pleases you contents you, and 
you shall be married to-morrow. [To Orl.J As you love 
Rosahnd, meet : [To Sil.l as you love Phebe, meet : and 
as I love no woman, I '11 meet. So, fare you well : I 
have left you commands. . - ^^^ 

SiL. I 'U not fail, if I Uve. ) 

Phe. Nor I. ; 

Oel. Nor I. „ [Exeunt. 



SCENE III— THE FOREST 

Enter Touchstone and Afdeet 

Touch. To-morrow is the joyful day, Audrey; to- 
morrow will we be married. 



102-103 howling . . . moon] Cf-hodge's Romance of Rosalynd : "Thou 
barkest with the wolves of Syria against the moone.'' Wolves 
abounded in Ireland, and the substitution of the epithet Irish 
for of Syria is quite natural. 
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AxjD. I do desire it with all my heart ; and I hope it is 
no dishonest desire to desire to be a woman of the world. 
Here come two of the banished Duke's pages. 

Enter two Pages 

First Page. Well met, honest gentleman. 

Touch. By my troth, well met. Come, sit, sit, and a 
song. 

Sec. Page. We are for you : sit i' the middle. 

First Page. Shall we clap into 't roundly, without 
hawking or spitting or saying we are hoarse, which are ^^ 
the only prologues to a bad voice? 

Sec. Page. I' faith, i' faith; and both in a tune, like 
two gipsies on a horse. 

Song 

It was a lover and his lass, 
With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino, 

That o'er the green corn-field did pass 

In the spring time, the only pretty ring time, 



4 a woman of the tvorl^ a married woman. Cf. Much Ado, II, i, 287. 

In All's Well, I, iii, 18, "To go to the world" means "to get 

married." 
9 clap into 't roundly] strike up the song straight away. Cf. Much Ado, 

III, iv, 38 : " Clap 's into ' Light o' love.' " 
14 seq. It was a lover, etc.] The music of this song is found with the words 

in a volume of MS. music in the Advocates' Library, Edinburgh, 

which seems to date from the early part of the seventeenth century. 
17 ring time] The Folios read rang time, for which the Edinburgh MS. 

of the song substitutes ring time, i. e., wedding time, which is 

obviously right. 
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When birds do sing, hey ding a ding, ding: 
Sweet lovers love the spring. 

Between the acres of the rye, ^ 

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino, 

These pretty country folks would lie, 
In^^priog time, &c. 

This carol they began that hour, 
With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino. 

How that a life was but a flower 
In s_gring tline, &c. 

And therefore take the present time. 

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino; 

For love js crowned with,the prime ^ 

In spring time, &c. 

Touch. Truly, young gentlemen, though there was 
no great matter in the ditty, yet the note was very 
untuneable. 

First Page. You are deceived, sir: ■vgg Jsepttime, we 
lost not our time. 



20 Between the acres of the r^e] The reference seems to be to balks or 
banks of unploughed turf which, in the common-field system of 
agriculture prevailing in Elizabethan England, divided the acre 
strips of land from one another. 

33 untuneable] This is the reading of the Folios, for which Theobald 
substituted untimeahle. The change seems hardly necessary. 
" Out of tune " and " out of time " meant precisely the same 
thing. 
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Touch. By my troth, yes ; I count it but time lost to 
hear such a foolish song. God buy you; and God mend 
your voices! Come, Audrey. [Exeimt. 



SCENE IV— THE FOREST 

Enter Duke senior, Amiens, Jaqttes, Orlando, Ouvee, 
and Ceiia 

Duke S. Dost thou believe, Orlando, that the boy 
Can do all this that he hath promised? 

Oel. I sometimes do beheve, and sometimes do not; 
As those that fear they hope, and know they fear. 

Enter Rosalind, Silvius, and Phebe 

Ros. Patience once more, whiles our compact is urged : 
You say, if I bring in your Rosalind, 
You will bestow her on Orlando here? 

Duke S. That would I, had I kingdoms to give with 
her. 

Ros. And y ou say ,^ you will have her, when I bring her? 

Orl. That would I, were I of all kingdoms king. ^^ 

Ros. You say, you 'U marry me, if I be willing? 



37 God huy you] God be with you. Cf. Ill, ii, 242, and note. 

4 fear they hope, and know they fear\ This, the original reading, has 
been often questioned, but no satisfactory substitute has been 
suggested. Orlando seeks to express the extremity of his per- 
plexity between hope and fear ; he would seem to compare his 
lot with those who have grave misgivings about what they hope, 
and their only sure knowledge is that they have misgivings. 
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Phe. That will I, should I die the hour after. 

Res. But if you do refuse to marry me, 
You '11 give yourself to this most faithful shepherd? 

Phe. So is the bargain. 

Ros. You say, that you 'U have Phebe, if she will? 

SiL. Though to have her and death were both one thing. 

Ros. I have promised to make aU this matter even. 
Keep you your word, O Duke, to give your daughter; 
You yours, Orlando, to receive his daughter: ^^ 

Keep your word^^ Phebe, that you 'U marry me. 
Or else refusing me, to wed this shepherd : 
Keep your word, Silvius, that you 'U marry her, 
If she refuse me : and from hence I go. 
To make these doubts aU even. 

[^Exeunt Rosalind and Celia. 

Duke S. I do remember in this shepherd boy 
Some hvely touches^of_mx.daug^tejcjs fovQu^ 

Oejl. lyty Tor$ the first time that I ever saw him 
Methought he was a brother. .tQ^ojti£.4a4l^ 
But, my goodTlord, this boy is forest-born, ^° 

And hath been tutor'd in the rudiments 
Of many desperate studies by his uncle. 
Whom he reports to be a gjeat naagician. 
Obscured in the circle of this forest. 

Enter Touchstone and Audeet 

Jaq. There is, sure, another flood toward, and these 
couples are coming to the" ark. Here comes a pair of 

S5 toward] imminent. Cf. Hamlet, V, ii, 356-357 : " O proud death, 
What feast is toward in thine eternal cell." 
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very strange beasts, which in all tongues are called 
fools. 

Touch. Salutation and greeting to you aUl 

Jaq. Good my lord, bid him welcome : this is the mot- 
ley-minded gentleman that I have so often met in the *^ 
forest : he hath been a courtier, he swears. 

Touch. If any man doubt that, let him put me to my 
purgation. I have trod a measure ; I have flattered a 
lady; I have been pohtic with my friend, smooth with 
miae enemy; I have _undone three tailors; I have had 
four quarrels, and like to have fought one. 

Jaq. And how was that ta'en up? 

Touch. Faith, we met, and foimd the quarrel was 
upon the seventh cause. 

Jaq. How seventh cause? Good my lord, like this ^'* 
fellow. 

Duke S. I like him very well. 

Touch. God 'ild you, sir; I desire you of the like. I 
press in here, sir, amongst the rest of the country copula- 



49 seventh cause'] This is explained at line 65, infra, as " a^ lie seven 
times removed." The duel ordinarily was caused by a quarrel in 
which one man gave the other the lie. Touchstone distinguishes, 
infra, seven modes in which a lie jaa^ ie,gj;sfe», ranging from the 
" Retort tkjurteous " to the " Lie Direct." Shakespeare drew 
very literally this account of such gradations of the lie from the 
popular handbook on the subject of fencing and duelling by Vincent 
Saviolo, an Itahan fencing master of London, whose work, called 
" Vincentio Saviolo his Practise," was published in 1595. 

53 God'ildyou] God reward you. See note on III, iii, 65, supra. 

I desire you of the like] I desu-e of you the like. For the construction 
cf. Mids. N. Dr., Ill, i, 168 : "I shall desire you of more acquain- 
tance." 
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tives, to swear .^nd..to. foKswear; according as mar- 
riage binds and blood breaks : a poor virgin, sir, an ill- 
favoured thingj sir, but. mine own; a poor humour of 
mine, sir, to take that that no man else will: rich honesty "^ 
dwells hke a miser, sir, in a poor house; as your pearl in \ 
your foul oyster. 

Duke S. By my faith, he is very swift and sententious. ^^ 

Touch. According to the fool's bolt, sir, and such 
dulcet diseases. 

Jaq. But, for the seventh cause; how did you find the 
quarrel on the seventh cause? 

Touch. Upon a lie seven times removed: — bear 
your body more seeming, Audrey: — as fhiis, sir. I did 
dislike the cut of a certain courtier's beard: he sent me 
word, if I said his beard was not cut well, he was in the 
mind it was : this is called the Retort Courteous. If I 
sent him word again " it was not welT'cut," he would send ''" 
me word, he cut it to please himself: this is called the 
Quip Modest. If again " it was not well cut," he dis- 
abled^y Judgement : this is called the Reply Churhsh. 
If again " it was not well cut," he would answer, I spake 
not true: this is called the Repioof-VaUant. If again " it 
was not well cut," he would say, I lie: this is called the 
Countercheck Quarrelsome : and so to the Lie Circum- 
stantial and tfiie Lie X)irect. 



62 dulcet diseases] Probably this is intentional nonsense with some 
such suggestion as " charming disagreeablenesses." Johnson too 
seriously proposed to read discourses for diseases. 

66 dislike] The word is often used, as here, not merely for entertain- 
ing, but also for expressing, dislike. Cf. Meas.for Meas., I, ii, 17 : 
" I never heard any soldier dislike it." 
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Jaq. And how oft did you say his beard was not well 
cut? 

Touch. I durst go no further than the Lie Circum- ^^ 
stantial, nor he durst not give me the Lie Direct; and 
so we measured swords and parted. 

Jaq. Can you nominate in order now the degrees of 
the he? - 

Touch. O sir, we quarrel in print, by the book ; as you 
have books for good manners : I will name you the de- 
grees. The first, the RetortX-Qurteous ; the^second, the 
Quiji^Modest; the third, the ^gply^Churhsh; the fourth, 
the Reprox)£ Yaliant; the fifth, the Countercheck Quar- 
relsome; the sixth, the Lie with Circumstance; the ^^ 
seYenth,. the Lie JDirect. All these you may avoid but 
the Lie Direct; and you may avoid that too, with an If. 
I knew when seven justices could not take up a quarrel, 
but when the parties were met themselves, one of them 
thought but of an If, as, " If you said so, then I said so " ; 
and they shook hands and swore brothers. Your If is '\ 
the only peace-maker ; much virtue in If. S 

Jaq. Is not this a rare fellow, my lord? he 's as good 
at any thing and yet a fool. 

Duke S. He uses his folly like a stalking-horse and 
under the presentation of that he shoots his wit. ^°^ 



85 i^ the book'] An allusion probably to the book by Saviolo mentioned 

in note on line 49, supra. 

86 books of good manners] There were many such. Cf. Hugh Rhodes' 

Boke of Nurture, or Schole of good Manners (1550 ?), and Sir 
Thomas Hoby's The Courtyer (156l). 
100 stalking-horse] Cf. Drayton's Polyolhion, Song 25: "One under- 
neath his horse to get a shoot doth stalk," 
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Enter Htmen, Rosalind, and Celia 

StUl Music 

Hym. Then is there mirth in heaven, 

When earthly things made even 

Atone together. 
Good Duke, receive thy, daughter: 
Hymen fr,om. heaven. Jbrought her, 

Yea, brought her hither, 
That thou mightst join her hand with his 
Whose heart within his bosom is. 
Ros. To you X-give_myself»-for I am yours. ^^° 

To you I give myself, for I am yours. 

Duke S. If theje. be truth in sight, you are my 
daughter. 

Oel. If there be truth in sightj you are my Rosalind. 
Phe. If sight and shape be true. 
Why then, my love adieu! 
Ros. I 'U have no father, if you be not he: 
I 'U have no husband, if you be not he: 
Nor ne'er wed woman, if you be not she. 
Hym. Peace, ho! I bar confusion: 

'T is I must make conclusion ^^o 

Of these most strange events : 
Here 's eight that must take hands / / 

To join in Hymen's bands, / / 

If truth holds true contents. / ( ' 



108 her hand] This is the reading of the Third and Fourth Folios. 

The First and Second Folios read his hand, obviously in error. 
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You and you no cross shall part: 

You and you are heart in heart: 

You to his love must accord. 

Or have a woman to your lord: 

You and you are sure together. 

As the winter to foul weather. ^^° 

Whiles a wedjock-hymn we sing, 

Feed yourselves with questioning; 

That reason wonder may diminish, 

How thus we met, and these things finish. 

Song 

Wedding is great Juno's crown: 

O blessed bond of board and bed! 
'T is Hymen peoples every town; 

High wedlock then be honoured: 
Honour, high honour and renown. 
To Hymen, god of every town! ^^ 

Duke S. O my dear niece, welcome thou art to me! 
Even daughter, welcome, in no less degree. 

Phe. I win not eat my word, now thou art mine ; 
Thy faith my fancy to thee doth combine. 

Enter Jaques de Boys 

_ jAg^ DE B. Let me have audience for a word or two : 
I am the second son of old Sir Rowland, 
That bring these tidings to this fair assembly. 
Duke Frederick, hearing how that every day 

145 Jaques de Boys] See note on I, i, 4. 
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Men of great worth resorted to this forest, 

Address'd a mighty power; which were on foot, ^^^ 

In his own conduct, purposely to take 

His brother here and put him to the sword: 

And to the skirts of this wild wood he came ; 

Where meeting with an old religious man, -^^ ?■ 

Aftef some question with him, was converted ^^ 

Both from his enterprise and from the world; 

His crown begueathing to his banish'd brother. 

And all their lands restored to them again 

That were with him exiled. This to be true, 

I do engage my life. 

Duke S. Welcome, young man; ^^^ 

Thou offer'st fairly to thy brothers' wedding: 
To one his lands withheld; and to the other 
A land itself at large, a potent dukedom. 
First, in this forest let us do those ends 
That here were well begun and well begot: 
And after, every of this happy number. 
That have endured shrewd days and nights with us. 
Shall share the goad of our Teturned fortune. 
According to the measure of their states. 
Meantime, forget this new-fallen dignity, ^"^^ 

And fall inta our rustic revelry. 
Play, music! And you, brides and bridegrooms all. 
With measure heap'd in joy, to the measures fall. 

Jaq. Sir, by your patience. If I heard you rightly. 



158 theni] This is Rowe's correction of the original reading him. 
167 shrewd] evil, disastrous. Cf. Merch. of Ven., Ill, ii, 246 : "There 
are some shrewd contents in yon same paper." 
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The Dukehath jput on ajreligious life 

And thrown into neglect the pompous court? 

Jaq, de B. He hath. 

Jaq. To him will I : out of these convertites 
There is much 'matter to be heard and learn'd. 
[To Duke iS.] You to your former honour I bequeath; ^^^ 
Your patience and your virtue well deserves it: 
[To Orl.] You to a love, that your true faith doth merit: 
\_To OIL] You to your land, and love, and great allies: 
[To SU.'\ You to a long and well-deserved bed: 
[To Touch.] And you to wranghng; for thy loving 

voyage 
Is but for two months victuaU'd. So, to your pleasures : 
I am for other than for dancing measures. 

Duke S. Stay, Jaques, stay. 

Jaq. To see no pastime I : what you would have 
I 'U stay to know at yom- abandon'd cave. [Exit. 190 

Duke S. Proceed, proceed: we will begin these rites. 
As we do trust they '11 end, in true delights. [A dance. 
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EPILOGUE 

Ros. It is not the fashion to see the lady the epilogue; 
but it is no more unhandsome than to see the lord the pro- 
logue. If it be true that good wine needs no bush, 't is 
true that a good play needs no epilogue: yet to good 
wine they do use good bushes; and good plays prove the 
better by the help of good epilogues. What a case am I 
in then, that am neither a good epilogue, nor cannot 
insinuate with you in the behalf of a good play! I am 
not furnished like a beggar, therefore to beg will not be- 
come me : my way is to conjure you ; and I '11 begin with 
the women. I charge _you,_0 women, for the love you ^^ 
bgarto men, to like as much of this play as please you: 
and I charge you, OJ^ign, for the love you bear to women, . 
— as I perceive by your simpering, none of you hates 
them, — that between you and, the women^ the play may 
please. If I were a woman I would kiss as many of you 
as had beards that pleased me, complexions that liked me 
and breaths that I defied not: and, I am sure, as many 
as have good beards or good faces or sweet breaths will, 
for my Mnd offer, when I make curtsy, Wd me farewell. 
[Exeunt. 

S husK\ It was customary for tavern-keepers and vintners to hang a 
bmh of holly or ivy outside their houses, usually attached to the 
signboard. 

15 If I were a woman] The part of Rosalind, according to the practice 
of the Elizabethan stage, was played by a boy. 
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